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Deor Chicken, 

Within each one of us, is a constant urge to create, Lihat s tis feeling within 
us, that always works expression? 

The method of expression is oliferent for all of us. 

Some of us want fo paint, some of us want to carve, others want to cartoon, 
photograph, some others just wont to lie.on the grass ond cream into sacs. 

‘Al these activities i themselves are good for us. They help take oway the 
tension of everychay life (Did Ico my homework? Lat marks will get? Uy ci! 
sister ond Ifight tdoy?), and help us relax 

We need these activities too, to make our lives complete. 

How is thot. you may ask, Ue live and grow tough experience. And just 
school and studies db not form experiences. Experiences are the woy we ceo! 
with others, the woy we make fiends, the woy we lear from incidents, the woy 
we ore able to understand ourselves 

All this is creativity (oo. 

‘Moke 0 space for yourselt in time, when you can give expression to the 
creativity you wane, When you grow out of text-books and school, itis this 
‘creativity that helas you along. 























Editorial | 

Letter Box 4 
‘Creative Corner 36 
Viewpoint 81 


Stories 

Jayabalan and the Book 30 
Rambo 38 

The Squirrel 50 


Stories for young 
readers 
Where is Brother? 24 










From our Readers 
Killed with Grass 22 
Backwards! 33 
‘Court of Liars 34 


Computers 
On Softwares 
and Systems 89 


ys) 


2 common 


Rama, of the Lake 42 
Quick Rescue! 46 
Ach-choo! 54 
Pride 56 
The Game! 62 
Visiting Meenu 70 
Anusha’s Valentine 74 
Shake Quake! 79 
How old Are You? 93 
Making Friends 

with Jane 94 


Padma’s Pages 
Balaji’s Black Bicycle I 1 





Fishy Faces 14 
Meet Chitra 15 


Serial 
The Shakuni Plan 17 


Shorthand 
The Writing Miracle 66 








Thought 
Small Truths... 86 


Puzzles 
Sweet'n’ Short41 


Poetry 
Rain 10 
Butterflies 64 


Cover Stories 

How Creative are You? 6 
Be Trigger Happy! 8 
Being Just Me 82! 


Square Dare 65 


Comics 
Appu and Kuku 60 


Watch out for the 
results of “The 


Centre Spread 


4 - ‘Accident? - 

A stitch in time 47 COMPLETE THE 
STORY 

Recipes COMPETITION in the 


Potato Puri 50 1: 
Vegetable Pickle 88 Gea 









Dear Editor, 
BZ Ihave a request to all our contributors 
Please wite your full name and address 
clearly on your arfcies. 
feel sorry for the editor, when | see his 
litle notes asking for addresses, below many 
aticles in the magazine. 
‘A. Angelin Sophia, aged 11, 
Trichy -620 001. 


Dear Exitor, 
5 This is with reference to the story 
Pandora's Box in the November issue. The 
story clearly says that Mercury wore winged 
shoes. But in the ilustration, Mercury is 
‘shawn barefoot with wings. 
Avinash H. Mudaliar, 
Madras. 


Your eagle eyes detected our blunder, 
Avinash, Sorry! Ed, 


Dear Editor, 
82 ound a small mistake in Sabarinath’s 


MY GoD! THIS IS 
3999 th TIME! 








aicle, My City in the November 
issue. He had said that men are 
rot allowed at Attukal. Men are al- 
lowed atAltukal, except during the 
Pongala festival 
R. Lalitha, aged 10, 
‘Trivandrum and Athul 








Dear Exitor, 
BZ ind Appu becoming a cruel, disobe- 
dientand rudelite elephant. Please ask him 
to change his ways, 


R. Anita, aged 13, 
S.KM.H.S. School, Madras. 

Dear Esitor, 

521 study in a British schoo! in Bahrain. 


My Bish friends enjoy reading Gokulam. | 
amecalled the joke-tele ofthe cass. Do you 
keiow wiy? I always read out jokes from 

Gokulam tothe class. 
Maythini Sridharan, aged 10, 
‘St. Christopher's, 
Bahrain 

Dear Editor, 

2 Myyoungersister always quarels with 
ime fr nothing at al. | ike her very much, 


LETTER 










and fee bad every ime she quar ‘ 
rels with me, Donr 
eel very jatous of my ends 
vino hverice younger sas. Iwant BECOME 
hero stop quarreling withme. Can RUDE. 
you soe my prblen? 
5. Keviprasanna, aged 12, 
Rosary Mati, Madras, 
Dear Edtor, 
62 1was really zapped when | read 
Fadi Bate by Narmada in you No 
Comber isu. We had been sufering 
{rm th same pri oo, Our neigh 
batt’ monstbein snose a 6 am 
and shuts pony at midi, Outpt 
fens tried talking to them, saying that sy Many readers had soli- 
their playing the radio at such a high tions to Sujatha’s problem 
‘volume disturbed us. But in vain. which was aired in our No- 
‘Then came Diwali, And guess how we vember issue. Here are 
solved the problem? Wa went fo our neigh $me of them, 
pour’ house and gave tham sweels, Wo 
{agro that textbooks are boing. Pay 
caro atlonin oth eachers explanations 
inchs You ind lessons gute ineresting 
when yu road them agai, 





Usha Raman, 


Bangalore - 54 and 

‘k. Kavith 

‘Auxlium School, New Delhi 

1 Hove comics too. But remo: 
‘ber your marks depend on your stu 
ies, When you think of your marks, a 
fear strikes you—take advantage of 
this fear, and switch over to studies, 
R, Swarnalatha, aged 16, 
Madras - 90. 








1 Discuss your lessons with your friends, 
You'll remember them better, 





haven' heard the monsersince then. So, 

beta yousoWve aprobiem titfortt remem. 1. Concentrate on lessons whl studing 

ber, there are non-violent ways of doing it Get somebody to put small questions on the 
00. subject, fo you, afer ha. 

Bindu ‘Boena P Shetgoankar, aged 15, 

“Trivandrum -695 009. Goa 
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a)Copy from 
a painting or 






Here are some questions 
that have tricky answers. 





° 
Choose the answerthat rine 
suits you bestand puta what you see 
tick mark on it. around you? 
c) Paint from imagination? 
1, Have you ever noticed cloud 5. When you choose a book to 
read, do you 


1a) Choose one that has pic- 
tures in it? 

) Choose a comic? 

©) Choose any good book that 
looks interesting? 

6, Imagine you are a wild 
boar being chased by alion, How 
would you escape? 

a) I would think of some trick 
formations? What does this one to outwit the lion. 

Took like, to you? ) I would turn around and 

a) An elephant fight the lion. 

b) A pineapple ©) [don’t know, 

¢) Nothing at all 7. Do you like to daydream? 

2. When you read a story, do) Yes. 
you. b) No. 

3) sun get 80 involved in it 8. What do you think happi- 
that you forget everything else? ness is? 

b) wu. enjoy it, without get- a) It is a state of mind. 
ting involved? b) It is getting all 

3. In your exam paper, the things you want. 
-you'regiven the choicetowrite 9.Youaregivena 
‘an essay on any of these sheet of blank white 
topics. Which one wéuld paper, What will 
you choose? "you do with it? 

a) My dream a) You make a 

b) A day at school boat or a plane 

©) Ahorse . with it, 

4. You like aa: \Y b) You paint 
painting pictures. € onit, 

c) You stow it 






carefully away in a drawer. 

10. Just suppose you are the 
new editor of ‘Gokulam’. And 
you are asked to improve it, you 
would, 

a) Try to give better stories 
and pictures. 

b) Thinkit’s okay asi 
continue do the same. 

inished? Now this is how 
F you score yourself. Give 
yourself one point for each 
answer, if you have ticked a for 
1,2, 3, 6,7, 8,9, 10. 

Give yourself one point for 
each answer if you have ticked b 
for 1, 3, 4, 6 and 9, 

If you have ticked e for 4 and 
5, give yourself a point for each 
answer. 

‘ow total the number of 
Noointe you hav. 

This is howyouevaluate your- 
self. 

8 points and above — you are 
a very creative and imaginative 
person! 

6 points and above — you are 





and 





























creative, you can do better. 
4-6 points — average. You 
have more scope for 
creativity. 
Below 4 points — you 
needa little loosening up! 





SANDY, 


hoops! We are not 
talking about guns. We' 
talking about cameras! 
Photography is a very 
expensive creative medium, 
even for the die-hard camera 
bulls, But hard work always 
overcomes obstacles. To 
those of you who a 
interested in this subject, 
P.C. Sriram, the well-known 
cinematogeapher has some 
pointers to give. 
Sivasankari and Anand, 
of the eighth standard in 
Padma Seshadri School, 
Madras, are two such 
enthusiasts. They went 
through a student's training 
programme in photography, 








held by Exnora and Kodak. 
They met Sriram in an 
interesting encounter... 

Sivasankari: What i 
art of photography’ 

Sriram: Hmm. 
me, what did you two 











the 











t, tell 


shoot 
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during your training? 

Sivasankari: I snapped an 
elephant. 

‘Anand: I photographed a 
pair of parrots. 

Sriram: Why did you shoot 
them? 

Sivasankari: It was a 
beautiful sight. 

Anand: [ would say the same 





too. 



























Sriram: Exactly!That'swhat 
photography is about. It is the 
language to convey the beauty 
we see around us, to others. 
Anand: We were given 
cameras during our training. 
Are they like the one you use? 
Sriram: They are different. 
It is enough for beginners like 
you to have ordinary cameras. 
First, you learn just to click a 
picture. ‘Then, gradually, you 
getideas that picture may look 
better taken this way or that... 


17 
Itis the 


language 
to convey 
the 
beauty 
we see 
around us, 
to others. 


PHOTOGRAPHY 
Sivasankari: We speak of 


aperture and speed adjustment... 
What are they, exactly? 
Sriram: Compare the 


aperture of the camera, to the 
pupils of our eyes. The pupil 
shrinks in bright light. It 
remains normal in normal light. 
And in dim light, the pupil 
expands. Inacamera,wenarrow 
or widen the aperture according 
to the intensity of thelight, 
Speed adjustment depends 
‘on the movement of the subject 
potographed and alsoonthe light 
available. It is the number of 
times the shutter of a camera 
can open and close in a given 
second, We learn to use the 
correct speed and aperture only 
by practise. 
wasankari: What about 
the cameras with automatic 
adjustments? 





PLEASURES OF RAIN 


‘The rain is all set, 
To fall on the soil and make it wet, 


Sriram: Those who really 
want to learn photography 
should not use automatic 
cameras in the beginning. They 
should earn tomakeevery little 
adjustment themselves. 
Anand: How should a 
photograph be? 
Sriram: That dependson the 
purpose for which it is taken 
For example, passport size 
photographs should show the 
face of the subject clearly. 
Ifyou are taking a photo a of 
a traveller resting under a tree, 
makesure youareabletocapture 
theblinding sunlight, thethings 
that he has with him... Only 
then will people know that he is 
atraveller taking rest under the 
shade of a tree. If these details 
are-not there, the photograph 
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“The rain falls wide and far, 
Iteven washes my daddy's car! 
Rain, rain! Oh! pleasant rain, 
Washes away our discomforts and 
pain. 
‘One can even see the frog, 
Croaking and dancing on the log, 
‘The birds and animals at the 200, 
Seeing the rain, feel happy too. 
Texperience joy and fun, 
In the rain, when I walk or run. 
Rain gives only gain, 
To forests, mountains and plains. 
Omkar Ram, aged 14, 
Bhopal - 462 021. 





will just show an old man 
sleeping under a tree, nothing 
else. 

‘Anand: How do we choose 
what to photograph? 

Sriram: It depends on your 
own taste. There are 
photographers who shoot only 
sports or wildlife or fashion... 

Sivasankari: What basic 
qualification should a 
photographer have? 

Sriram: Patience! You can't 
learn photography inaday, week 
ora year. You go on learning all 
the time. And keep yourcamera 
clean. It is important, for it 
affects the quality of your 
photograph. 


Compiled by Chandramouli 
Photograph : Yoga. 





S 
BALAJI’S 
BLACK BICYCLE 
A beam of sunlight fell on 


Balaj's face. He opened his sleepy eyes. 
Tt took him a while to remember where he 
was, Ofcourse! — in his own little bedroom 
in the new house! 

He had spent the previous day helping 
his family move from the rental apartment where he had 
lived since he was little, into this house. 

“{t’s not really a new house,” thought Balaji. “Just new to us.” 










te 4 
mala 


POT wis: 


‘The house had been built nearly two hundred years ago, during 
the time of the British Raj. In front, there was a tiny fish pond and 
arose garden. Behind the house grew a few fruit trees. Against the 
back wall were the dilapidated remains of an old outhouse. 

“What a lovely, sunny Sunday,” Balaji said aloud, “Ican explore 
the garden.” 


a aa 
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He wolfed down his break- 
fast of hot idlis and sambhar, and 
ran outside. He watched the fish in 
the pond for a while, but it wasa 
little boring. They didn'tdovery 
‘much, just swam around in circles. 
He went to the back and climbed 
some of the trees. After a few 
hours, he grew tired of this too. 
“What shall doafterlunch?” 
he wondered. He decided to in- 
vestigate the outhouse. 


He had to use all his 
strength to pull back the rusty 
bolt on the door. It finally creak- 
ed open, revealing a dusty inte- 
rior. Balaji sneezed twice, as his 
eyes began to adjust to the dark- 
ness, 

“Hmm...., thereisn't much in 
here,” he thought. The sunlight 

ipped i i = lesin 





festooned with cobwebs, aa the 
coils of an old water hose. 


He was about to leave when 
he spied the black bicycle. 

“Look!” he cried, “There's an 
oldbicycle in here. Maybeit still 
works.” 

Ttwasrusty. The black paint 
was peeling off in places. The 
seat moved up and down, unless 
you sat in just the right place. 
‘The tyres had no air in them, 
‘The lamp didn't function, 

“Til take it inside and ask 
appa if he can help me fix it.” 


Boaiaii worked 06 the bi 
cycle for a week. He polished it 
andoiled it and his fatherhelped 
him replace the tyres 
the lamp. He kept the bicycle on 
the verandah outside his room. 
“I wish you were shiny and 
new and blue, but I like you just 
the same,” Balaji said to the bi- 
cycle that night. 
“That’s good because I ike 
you too.” 
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“What? Who's there?” asked 
Balaji, a little worried. 

“Don'the frightened. It’sjust 
me, Kutti the bicycle,” came the 
voice again. 

Balaji looked around. There 
was noone in sight. It was — it 
couldn't be — it was the bicycle! 

“Gir... Hello! Kutti bicycle,” 
said Balaji nervously. 

“Thanks for fixing me up,” 
said Kutti, “I guess you 
must be quite surprised to 
hear me talk. I'm a magic 
bieyele, you know. I was 
made in the days of penny 
farthings and bone shak- 
ers.” 

“Who and who?” asked 
Balaji. 


Penny farthings 
and bone shakers,” Kutti 
repeated, “Penny farthings 
were some of the first bi- 
cycles ever invented. You 
can see them in circuses 
sometimes, They had one 
huge wheel in front and a 
little one behind and were 
very difficult to balance on. 
‘Then came bone shakers. They 
had metal wheels that rattled 
your bones when you rode on 
them.” 

“I, however,” continued the 
bicycle, “am one of akind, Iwas 
made by a magician who had a 
lot of fore-sight. That's why I 
have rubber tyres. I came to 


Indiawhen the magician'sgrand- 
son moved here, two hundred 
years ago. He was the one who 
named me Kutti. He was a nice 
lad, Never had any children 
though. So after he died, I was 
left in the shed and forgotten.” 

“[ promise I won't forget you,” 
said Balaji, "Tl take good care of 
you always.” 

“Thank you, By the way, do 











you fly’ 
“No,” said Balaji, puzzled, 
“You do want to learn don't 

you?” asked the bieycle sternly. 


“Licarntofty? Onyou? Yes, 
Ido!” exclaimed Balaji, pinching 
himself to see if he was dream- 
ing. 
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“Get on then,” said the bi- reassuringly. 
cycle. “Hold tight.” * “Where can you take me? 

So Balaji climbed onto the Balaji asked excitedly. 
bicycle and pedalled. It lifted _ “Anywhere you like, almost. 
into the air with a violent jerk Go to sleep now. You have a 
that made him fall off. whole month to think of which 

“Don't worry. One month of place you'd like to visit first.” 
practice and you'll be ready to go 
high up in the sky,” said Kutti To be continued. 








PUZZLE 
FISHY FACES 
Here are pictures of five sea creatures. Do you know which of 


them are fish? 
65, Jellyfish 
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“STARFISHPREFERTOBECALLEDSEA- 
| STARS, SINCE THEY RENOTREALLY FISH. 








“nd only stopped 
Go away! Don't | Ket totalk to you 
call me starfish! | 6 
‘ain not a fish! | 
==> don't like fish! 



































Shall we go for a 
walk? 












‘AS CHITRA CHEWED ON HER CLAM, SHE] 
lWATCHED SOMU STICK HIS 
[PACKED FEETONTO ANOTHER‘ 





jONE'S SHELL 


‘SOMU PRISED APART THE TWO 
‘SHELLS OF THE CLAM. BUT, INSTEAD 
(OF PUTTING ABIT OF THE CLAMIN HIS. 





= 











ws HE PUSHED HIS STOMACH OUT| 
[OF HIS MOUTH, INTO THE CLAM! 
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ees MYSTERY SERIAL 
wHe RE ‘Asmall colour TV was placed on 
acorner table, next toa window. 

Ahalf-opened bag of chips, half- 

is drunk glass of cola, and some 

fruits, lay on a table next to a 

HARISH? comfortable looking diwan bed. 

Es ‘There was plenty in the room 

to keep an eleven-year-old boy 
reasonably happy. But Harish 
Rangarajan was a prisoner, and 
not all the comics, or WWF 
wrestling programmes, 
or games and toys, 
could make him for- 
get it. Even his 
favourite magazine 
Gokulam, lay 
thrown tooneside. 


nasmall bungalow, a bored 

and puzzled boy turned the 

pages of an Asterix 
comic, wondering when, 
if ever, his captors 
would let him go 
home. The bunga- 
lowwassituatedin 
a quiet suburb of 
Madras. A stack 
ofcomiesand story 
books stoodnextto 
the boy, who was 
sitting on the floor. 

















the door to the 

room was not 

shut. But the man 
who. sat playing 
cards with himselfin 
he outer room was @ 
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burly one. His muscles bulged 
out ofthe short arms ofhis black 
‘T-shirt. There were two other 
men. One cooked food that 


Harish might have found tasty 
innormal times. Oneprowled in 
the garden along with his dog — 
ahuge, sleek, black Dobermann 
Pinscher. 


Harish was terrified of dogs. 
And this one, who answered to 


the name Dan, had such long / 


and largejaws that Harish shud- 
dered even when he just saw 
Dan panting. The sight of the 
dogcured any desire ofhistorun 
out into the garden. 
Hedidn't know wherehe was. 
Itmightbe very close tohome, or 
it might be another city. He 
could see nothing of the outside 
locality. His window showed 
green bushes, and a hibiscus 
shrub outside, against a high 
garden wall. 
Sometimes, Harish heard the 
faint noise of other TV's. He 


knew houses were close by. In 
the mornings and evenings, he 
heard carsand scootersrush past 
ontheroad beyond the wall. But 
he was sealed in, boxed by his 
burly captors. 


thousand times he won- 

dered what they would do 
tohim, Whyhadthey kidnapped 
him? How could these men, 
whom he had never met, wish to 
harm him? They never spoke to 
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him, exceptto ask questionslike, 
“Would you like payasam with 
your lunch?” or “Why haven't 
you used this blanket? It's quite 
cold at night.” 

Harish could discover noth- 
ing in their speech that would 
reveal the identity of the man 
who had ordered his capture. 

He spent his days like a bird 
inagolden cage. He was treated 
with politeness, but grew more 
and more frightened about his 
fate. A hundred times a day he 
cursed himself for falling into 
the cunning trap the kidnap- 
pers had laid for him, 





[fish was picked up from 
hhool daily, by his father's 
car driven by their driver 








Seetharaman. When he had 
come out of school, and been 
confronted by a friendly man 
whom he recognized as being 
from his father’s office, he had 
suspected nothing. Themansaid 
that Seetharaman had taken his 
mother and sister to his father's 
office for a function, and his fa- 
therhadsenthim tobring Harish 
too, to the office. Harish had 
walked up to the blue Fiat and 
got in, and soon after, a hand- 
kerchief had been pressed 
against his mouth and nose. 

He next became conscious in 
theroomwherehesatnow. What 
had become of Seetharaman he 
wondered. He had never let the 
family down. His grey head in 
the front seat had been Harish’s 





guarantee of security from the 
time that he could remember. 
Harish hoped the kidnappers 
had not hurt him. 

‘Another evening was coming 
toanend. Harish felt homesick 
and sad. He wished with all his 
heartthathecouldbebackhome, 
being pestered by his sister 
Hema, Ifhe ever got back home, 
he would never mind her in- 
quisitive questions and jealous 
tantrums, he decided. 


bhayhadfeltunsettled ever 
since his visit to Harish 


«Rangarajan’s house. The ran- 
“som note and the photographs 


he had seen at Harish’s home, 
made him aware of some con- 
nection this kidnapping had with 
his karate class. 

He had Sittended another 
evening.of karate class, but had 
not confided in any of the se- 
niors, There were so many 
thoughts in his head, but what 
did they all add up to? Harish’s 
uncle was a karateka, at least, 
once upon a time. The ransom 
note and threatening letter had 
probably been written by the 
same person. But who was he? 
Abhay didn’t want to make any 
dangerously wrong guesses 

He was thinking deeply, cy- 
cling back home from school. 
Prakash hadturnedintothe lane 
where he lived. Abhay stopped 
atastationery store to buy some 
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instruments that had broken in 
his geometry box. 
Mw always in a stationery 
shop, Abhay was lost for a 
whilein tryingout different pens 
and looking at fluorescent inks, 
self-address labels, spiral bound 
notebooks and other equally at- 
tractive things. Next tothe shop, 
was a restaurant, an air condi 
tioned one, that was open late 
into the night. 

‘Avan came to a smooth stop 
behind Abhay. He heard the 
click of the passenger door, and 
turned around to see it sliding 
open. 

The red van was decorated 
with eye catching black stickers 
depicting martial arts postures. 











‘The side of the van said, ‘TOBU- 
RYU : THE FINEST KARATE 
TRAINING’. Abhay realized 
with a slight jolt, that he was 
coming face to face with Peter 
Masilamani. 


jeter stepped out of the van. 
His black and red headband 
held back hair that reached his 
shoulders. His tall and broad 
frame was clothed in black jeans 
and a cream coloured shirt, As 
he moved to enter the restau- 
rant, two lanky disciples walked 
a few steps behind him. He 
paused at the restaurant en- 
trance and turned to the van. 
“Muthu,” he called, “We 
should be free in another hour 





here, Won't be much longer.” 
Then with a nod at the man 
driving the van, he entered the 
restaurant. 

Abhay looked at the driver of 
the van, who had nodded at Pe- 
ter, and was preparing to drive 
away. Even in half profile, he 
recognized the frizzy bleached 
hair, theslightly prominentffront 
teeth that had a gap in them. It 
was the man from the tourna- 
ment, 


we shaky hands, Abhay 
attached his purchases to 
his cycle carrier. The driver of 
the van had not cast even a 
glance at him, he knew. He 
looked very different wearinghis 
school uniform, from when he 
wore his karate clothes. The 
man named Muthu could not 
possibly have recognized him. 
But Abhay’s hands were 
shaking, because it was he who 
had recognized Muthu. A 
younger Muthu, with black hair 
instead of brown and a serious 
expression... Abhay knew now, 
that his photograph hung in 
Harish Rangarajan's house. 
What was he to Harish's family? 
Was he the man who had 
written the ransom note? 


NEXT MONTH : 
ATRAIL EMERGES! 


BY POST 
A.J. ART COURSE 


(ishing youn 
HAPPY 
NEW 
YEAR 


‘anybody can learn this 


interesting and usefull Course 
(age 6 t 60) 
Come on! write your address and 
Put « 2/.Ra stamp Inalde the 
cover, al, for data, 








0 you know. why 
Vinayaka, or Ganesha, 
is worshipped with 


Dhruva grass? Let me tell you 
the story behind it. 

The Kailash mountains loo- 
med all around, Lord Ganesh 
‘was enjoying the fresh morning 
breeze. Suddenly, Nandi came 
clambering up and said, “Lord! 
Devendra, the king of gods, 
Brahma, some sages and_thie! 
devas want to meet yo 

‘Tell them tocdme uj 
Vinayaka. 

“Lord Ganesha!” 381g) 
Brahma, “The demen. 
Analasura has-been. 
troubling us for too 
long. We can't bearTf 
anymore.” 

“Fire emenates frgiit 
his mouth,” said Dévetie 





dra, “He burns all whojgo 


near him to ashes.” 






A 


‘devas cried. 

“Don't worry,” said Ganesha, 
“Tl take care of him.” 

He at once led a huge army 
against the demon. 


nalasura had become a 
powerful demon indeed. 
He'd been given a 

boon td emit fire, from 

hig \mouth,/ apd 

ura) Whom» 


SS. 


ever he wished. 

Thus, he burnt up Ganesha’s 
entire army! Vinayaka was furi- 
ous. A long and terrible fight 
took place between the two. 
When Vinayaka realized that 
Analasuracould notbedefeated, 
he swallowed him up. 


ut Analasura did notdie. 
He began to emit fire in 
‘Vinayaka’s stomach. 
“Aaah!” said Ganesha, “The 
demon is burning me up inside! 
It’s unbearable.” 
_The gods didnot know what 
to do. 
‘Somebody had an idea. 
“Let's give him some cool 
water from the Gangestodrink,” 
he said. 





But the burning did not stop. 

Blocks of ice were dragged 
down from the Kailash moun- 
tains and placed on Ganesha’s 
stomach. But in vain. 


oon, the gods gave up. 

That was when a sage 

arrived, with a bundle of 
Dhruva grass in his fist. He 
placed the grass on Vinayaka’s 
head. 

Immediately, the burning 
sensation stopped, and Anala- 
susra was di 

Since then, we worship 
Vinayaka with Dhruva grass. 

Ruchi Mohapatra, aged 11, 
Trichy - 620 025 

and Nithya S., aged 13, 
Madurai - 1. 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


erm time was coming 

to an end. The school 

was busy practising for 
parents’ day, Brother Undir 
was in a play. They were doing 
a dramatic version of “Treasure 
Island’, Since he had a good 
voice, Teacher had selected him 
for being the playback voice for 
Jim Hawkins. Sister Undir had 
been selected to make all the an- 
nouncements for the pro- 
gramme. So Sister and Brother 
sometimes had to stay behind 
after school for practice, On 
such days, the school bus made 
a special trip to drop all the par- 
ticipants home. 


O none such day, 
as Sister Undir 
did not have any prac- 


tice, she returned home 
as usual, But Brother 
was not back. When 
Mama Undir asked, 
she said, “I guess 
Brother has his 
drama practice after school to- 
day.” 
“Didn't you check?” asked 
Papa Undir. 

“Heck! He's not a baby any 
more, Papa! He'll be okay!" re~ 
plied Sister. 
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Time went by: Five o'clock. 
Six o' clock. Six thirty... It was 
beginning to get dark. But there 
was no sign of Brother Undir! 

“['m calling up the school to 
check what the matter is!” said 
Papa Undir. 

“Brother is not usually this 
late!” remarked Mama, defi- 
nitely worried by now. 

Watching Papa and Mama, 
and seeing that they were wor- 
ried, Sister also began to get a 
little tense, Why, oh why had 
she not spoken to him in school 
before coming home? All those 
stories about kidnappings! But 


WHERE IS 
>) 

< 

) 


Df 


lt 





perhaps he was on his way right 
now on the special bus for the 
participants! She crossed her 
fingers and wished very hard 
that it might be true. 

“The school bus has finished 
dropping all the participants 









who had practice today! It is 
back in the school shed!” Papa 
said to Mama after finishing the 
telephone call to the school. 
“Hmm! And Brother is not 
yet back!” wondered Mama 


Hock! He's not 
@ baby any more, 


AG 





aloud, looking quite anxious. 


here could Brother 
be? Frantic phone calls 
to Brother's classmates began. 
Papa also informed the school 
principal. The Principal agreed 





to take the help of the police 
and also to check with all other 
parents’ day participants. 

Sister began to pray, 

“Dear God, please God, if 
Brother returns home safely, I 


promise I'll never, 
never fight with him 
again! Ever! Oral- 
most never! That is, 
only if he starts first! 
Oh, Iwish he was here to 
at least start a fight!” 
“Why, oh why couldn't 
you bring him back with you? 
‘What are big sisters for?” 
scolded Papa Undir. 
Poor Sister! She burst into 
tears! 
“Jes all my fault!” she thought 
to hersel£ Mama held her close 


= 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


and stroked her.back, 
trying to comfort her. 

“Now calm down, 
sweetheart! Papa is 
tense and) worried. He 
didat really mean to scold you. 
We'll definitely bring Brother 
back! We're not going to give 
up!” 


canwhile Papa had in- 

formed the police. A 
police Inspector, with big 
whiskers, along with two con- 
stables came to the Undir fami- 
ly’s banyan tree house, They 
started their enquiries. Papa be- 
gan to describe Brother. 

“He's not very tall and not 
very short either, He’s not that 
dark, neither is he a white 
mouse, He's not very thin and 
not very plump.” 

“How are we supposed to 
find him from such « descrip- 
tion, sir?” asked the Inspector, 
trying to keep a straight face. 

“That's your job, isn’t it? 
asked Papa irritably. 





“Can you perhaps describe 
the clothes he was wearing?” the 
Inspector asked. 


“Sure! They were not new, 
but then they were not very old 
either,” said Papa, ‘And now, I 
want my little mouse back to- 
night!” 

“Now sir! Please relax! We 
will do our very best,” the In- 
spector tried to assure Papa 
Undir, But Papa was far too 
tense to relax. Sister Undir was 








whimpering continuously. Mama 
decided to try and retain some 
balance for Sister's sake. Be- 
sides, if everyone got too upset, 
no one would be able to think 
rationally. She handed over a 
photograph of Brother to the 
police for identification. 

“Thank you Ma'am! This is 
much more useful!” said the In- 
spector, smartly saluting Mama 





Undir. The 
police were on 
their way to begin the search for 
Brother Undir. 


eanwhile, where was 

Brother? What was the 
matter with him? Was he okay 
or in some kind of trouble? 





Sister, who was an avid reader 
of Enid Blyton mysteries, be- 
gan to assume all kinds of situ- 
ations. Perhaps some tobbers 
had got himJOr he may have 
disturbed some baddies doing 
something secret and had to 
hide. Or else he may have been 
kidnapped. That wasn’t very 









likely, she decided. 
Or by now someone 
would have called 
for the ransom money. 
Besides, the Undir family was 
not that rich. 

While Sister was thus lost in 
thought, the doorbell rang. Sis- 
ter opened the door. And there 
was Brother! He was back! 

“We were all worried sick!” 
said Sister, “Brother, oh Brother, 
where have you been?” 

“Certainly not to London to 
look at the Queen!” replied 
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STORIES FOR YOUNG. READERS 


Brother coolly. “But why do you 
ask? I guess I’m just alittle late 
than usual!” 

“Just a little late than 
usual!” Sister was ap- 
palled! “Ie’s 9.30, for 
your information!” 
She called out to 
‘Mama and Papa, “Look 
who’ back at last!” 


Z 


veryone crowded 

around Brother. This time 
it was Mama's turn to be 
overcome. She hugged him 
tight. Papa wanted explana- 
tions. 

“Later,” said Mama Undir 
examining Brother from top to 
toe. First let me make sure he's 
alright.” 

“What have you to say for 
yourself, young lad?” asked 
Papa. 

“Nothing very much,” replied 
Brother. “Our drama practice 
got cancelled. So we played for 
some time at school thinking no 
one would miss us. And do you 
know, one of the big mice, Dada 
from class X, gave me some 
money and sent me to buy a 
bottle of Pepsi and two samosas 
for him! And in return he al- 
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Jeong 


lowed me to take a sip!” con- 
tinued, Brother sounding rather 
proud of himself. 


are allowed 
when won Bre- 


BIG! 


Y 


“Since when were you 
allowed to go outside the 
school for shopping?” asked 
Papa. 

“Anyway, you couldn't have 
been playing until 9.30 at 
night!” exclaimed Mama. 

“No, Mama! Then Dada took 
me to a restaurant for a treat 
with some of his friends!” 
replied Brother, alittle less cer- 
tain of himself now. 

“Did he have his parents’ per- 
mission? You sure didn't!” said 
Papa Undir. 

“I dont know! But he's very 
big! I thought you're allowed 
when you're big!” Brother tried 
to explain. 


N: one is that big in 
school! And why didn't 





you tell Sister or call home at 
once?” asked Mama. 

“Well, I didn't know it 
would take that long! Dada 
said wed have a quick snack 
and get back home. His parents 
had gone out you see, and no 
‘one would miss him!” replied 
Brother sounding a little 
worried now. 

“And we were all so worried! 
No one has had any dinner! 
‘And we've told the Principal! 
‘And even the police are on the 
lookout for you!” Sister said. 






“Oh my God!” Brother fi- 
nally realized the seriousness of 
what hed done. Looking at the 
grim faces of Papa and Mama 
he sobered up. 
Suddenly Sister giggled. 

“You should have heard 

Papa's description of you! Not 





even Sherlock Holmes could 
have done very much with it!” 

Mama mimicked Papa Undir, 
“He's not very tall and not very 
short. He’s not very dark and 
neither is he white. He's not very 
thin and not very plump.” 


veryone laughed. They felt 
much better now. Papa 
informed the Police and the 
school Principal. The Principal 
decided to have a serious talk 
with Dada’s parents. He also said 
he would summon Brother and 
talk to him too. They didn't want 
other little ones to be mis 
4} guided, the Principal 
7 said. Brother agreed 


¢ he had made a 





mistake. 

“Tl never 
ever do this 
again! I'm really 
sorry for all the 

trouble and com- 

motion I caused!” he said. 
“That's not all! Think of what 
the Princie is going to say to you 
tomorrow!” Sister reminded him. 
“Oh no! My adventure wasn't 
worth it after all!” groaned 


Brother. 


ANURADHA KHATI 
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ing Jayabalan was ina 
towering rage. His 
plump cheeks quiver- 
nd his fat paunch shook 
with anger. 
“How dare he write a 
A book!” he thundered, “And 
that too, a book attacking 


mood, all the 
tried to put o: 
indignantexpressionson 
their faces, 
“He should be punished 
severely,” said Sigainasam, the 
Minister f 
“Weshouldbanish 
Ayalan, the foreign mit 
‘What? That m 
goto another country and write 
another book!” the king 
bellowed, 
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“Yes, that was a stupid 
suggestion,” said Ayalan 
immediately. “I withdraw it 
with shame and remorse.” 

“Letus passa law banningall 
books,” said Arivili, the minister 
for Education. 


hey were talking about a 
bookwrittenby Udhayan, 
who was known to be a good 
and wise man, He was also a 
great social reformer, who 
wished to improve the lot of 
the common people. 
The minister Solmannan, 
who was considered a great 

‘or, rose to speak. 

My heart bleeds, my body 
aches, my brain reels and my 
pulse stops, when I hear about 
this venomous book spawned 
in the filthy mind of a dastardly 


writer. Every drop of blood 


ng in the veins of every__ 


son of the sacred soil of our 
motherland, should be on fire 
when our beloved king is thus 
insulted. Shouldwe tarry, should 
this outrage, 
this unprecedented mockery, 
this 


“C 
snapped. 
Yes, your Majesty,” said 


we wait, to aver 


ome to the point, you 
old fool!” the king 


Solmannan humbly. “I just 
wished to suggest a death 

sentence for Udhayan.” 
‘Let'shang him,” said Arivili 
No. Let's behead him,” said 

Sigainasam. 

Phat's right,’said the king. 
jcheading is better. I want to 
rolling on the 









ground, Does everyone agree 
on beheading?” 

No one dared to disagree. 
Even Ganabadi who had been 
dozing throughout, suddenly 
woke up and yelled, “Off with 


his head!” 
S o Udhayan was arrested, 
and brought before the 
king and his ministers. He was 
not given any chance to defend 
himself, And the death 
sentence was passed quickly, 
‘A day was fixed for the 
beheading, and the ministers 
went about making speeches in 
every street corner, railing 
against Udhayan and his book. 
The enraged public started 
agitating against all books, and 
a couple of writers were beaten 
up, even though they had 
written only some medical 
books. 


Teacher : Can you tol me 
some abstract nouns? Here’ 


Raghu 
Kalpana ; Womanhood! 


Soon, came the day of 
execution, A very large crowd 
had gathered to see the rash 
author die. 


dhayan was brought to 

the place with his arms 
bound behind his back. ‘The 
bearded author was cool and 
fearless. 

‘As was the custom of the 
land, the accused had to be 
asked for his last wish before 
the beheading. So Sigainasam 
stepped up to him and asked, 
“What is your last wish before 
you die?” 

“I wish to know which 
particular passage in my book 
offended the king,” said 
Udhayan. 


he king was stumped for 

I in answer, because he 

had not even seen the book. 
“{ authorise my minister 
Sigainasam to answer‘ this 
question,” said the king grandly. 
‘The bemused Sigainasam 
passed on the question to 
Ganabadi, and Ganabadi 
passed it on to Solmannan, and 
Solmannan to Arivili, and he 
to someone else, and so on, for 
no one had seen the book as it 

had not been published yet. 
‘And so they had to let 
Udhayan go, which was a very 

good thing indeed. 

JANAKAN 



















eS FUNNY FEAT 


T* happened 
when — my 
cousin Reema was 


nine years old. She “Have you finished?" Lasked her. 





“Not yet," she smiled at me, “I 

c. Twas busy have to read the beginning of this 
amagazine story.” 

She sat next to me laughed when I realized that 

and began reading it too. she had read the: 





ding of the story 


finished reading the story, and first. She had to go to the page in 
was about to turn the page, when I front to read the beginning! 
remembered that Reema was read Fareen, aged 12, 
ing it too. A.B.H. School, Bangalore 
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“Dear readers, 





oddress with your 


contributions. It becomes very difficull to select the orticles you send for 


Many of you like Farcen, forget o give your compl 






sublication then, 
Wenced your complete home address fo communicate with you after your 
arlicle gels selected for publicaion. 


Foy venenber —rhen you wile on arid, odd your NAME, AGE, 
© ADDRESS, as well as your SCHOOL NAME to it. 1s 
‘Anil Fardeen sid ws yotr compl cides. EA 








STORIES RETOLD BY READERS 


King vikaanadiryawastamous 
for his justice. Here is one instance 
of it, 

‘Adacoit once terrorised Ujjain. 
People wene afraid 10 Go out, once 
ir was dusk. For, at night, the 
dacoit would stop all wayfarers and 
nob them of their valuables. The 
king’s soldiers ried their best 10 
catch him. 

Finally, the dacoit was 

caught and 
dragged befone 
King, Vikramae 
diya. 
“You shall be 
hanged!” was 
Vikramaditya’s 
verdict. 


“4K ood 
verdict,” the 
dacoit remanked, 
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“Bur O king! Before | die, | wantt0 
impart a secret skill 10a worthy 
MAN.” 
“Whar skill is. i1?”” asked 
Vikramaditya 

“1 can't tell you that,” said the 
bandit, “Bur you cay harvest gold 
with in!” 
The whole court was amazed, 
“You could have used your skill 
then,” said the king, “Instead 
of nobbing and 
Killing people.” 

“Alas, O 
AP kine,” ssid she 

bandit, “The owe 
who can make it 
work should be 
very honest, and 
‘AM NOT.” 

“One of my 
countiens shall 
lean in,” said the 





stole a horse 
















Ty this way, 

poor Vikramaditya 

soon neAlized thar his, was a count 
of lians and thieves! 

He looked ar the bavdit, 

“1 kow whar you're reying 
tell me,” he said, “User you free 
avd give you a job. Bur on one 


A condition — you must never lie on 
king. The courtiers looked ar each 2 


other, Was THeRe ONE AMONG 
them so honestrhar he'd never 
told a lie? 

“Malina,” said ONE 
countien, “Why don't you 
lean i?” 


Vikramaditya thought fora 
MOMENT. 

“1 cannot,” he replied, 
“When L was a child, | stole a 
sweetmeat from the palace kirch- 
ens. Why don’t you leaaw it, O 
mani?” 

The ministen stood up. 

4 cannot, O raja,” he replied, 
looking ashamed, “I've nor been 
Honest too. | have been stealing 
valuables from your Treasury from 


sreal agai.” 


Tlic bandir was overjoyed. 
“Vlbeyour loyal servant, Maha- 
raja,” he said. 


time to time.” J. Sabun, Std. VI, 
“1 cannot, O king,” said the Vana Vani School, 
next courtier who was asked, “I Madras. 
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STORY 





6“ 
Woeres my umbrella? I 
had just left it in the verandah!” 


“Where's my pink blouse? I 
had just hung it out on the 
clothesline. 

“Oh! My new pair of slippers. 
They're gone!” 

The residents of Brindavana 
Colony were fed up of losing 
their things every other day. 

“This is just the beginning. 
The street-urching are the 















culprits, They're keeping an eye 
on our houses, and the minute 
we turn our backs, they vanish 
with our things...!” shouted Mr. 
Venkat. 

“Wait till I catch them... 
they'll learn a lesson,” fumed 
Mrs, Vijaya. 

“One day they are going to 
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break open our houses and rob 
us of all our belongings...” 
“Let's employ a watchman!” 
«who'll sleep all through the 
night when the thieves prow! 
around?” snorted Mr. Subash. 
“Let’s keep a dog... a fine 
watch-dog is equal to a battal- 
ion of soldiers.” 
Well... It was agreed! 


"Tiree days later. 
A chubby, brown and black 





pup with silky ears and golden. 
eyes arrived. 

“My friend gave him to me 
free of cost. His brothers and sis- 
ters were sold for thousand ru- 
pees each,” Praveen boasted 
proudly. 

“What breed is he?” somebody 
asked, Nobody knew. He looked 







like a jolly mixture of 7 
an Alsation, a Labra- 
blood-hound and 
our street dog 
Mani! 

“Let’s not worry 
about his pedigree. 
As long as he is 
healthy and grows 
up to be a fine watch 
dog, he’s okay.” 

“What shall we call 
him?" Mona wondered. 

“Tiger? Rover? Caesar? Raja? 
Rana?” 

“Oh.... Such stale names!” 
“RAMBO?” 
“It sounds great!” 


dor, a Boxer, a He fas 
become 


The residents of the colony 
took a strange liking for Rambo. 
‘They competed with each other 
to feed him. 

They pampered him with sau- 
cers of milk, soft white slices of 
bread, soft-boiled eggs, tender 
chunks of meat, soft tasty curd 
rice and so on. 

Soon Rambo grew fatter than 
a pumpkint 

‘The kids found a great 
‘helper’ in Rambo. 

All their not-so-favourite 
dishes and the left-overs from 
their lunch packs found a place 
in Rambo's tummy! 

Rambo began to resemble a 
walking balloon, with cocky ears 
and a curled-up tail! 


So heavy was he, that he 
could hardly run to fetch a stick 
or chase a ball! 

‘The only times Rambo both- 
ered to bark loudly was, when 
the chirpy sparrows disturbed 


his siesta, or when a kid refused 
to part with a biscuit! 





The neighbourhood urchins 
had no trouble in whisking away 
their quota of mangoes and 
gooseberries from the kitchen 
garden; or plastic mugs and rub- 
ber sandals from the yard. 
Rambo had become a great pal 
of theirs as they were always 
offering him delicious pieces of 
dosas, masala vadais or soft 
idlies! 

Maybe someone had taught 
him that it was not good-man- 
ners to say ‘no’ to a snack! Even 
if Rambo was not hungry, he du- 
tifully picked up the titbits of- 
fered to him, and stacked it 
neatly in a corner of the yard, 
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for future use! 

“Good for nothing fellow...” 

“Catch him barking at a 
thief” 

“Maybe in his dreams...” 

“Given then, he'll be too lazy 
to chase him!” 

These rude remarks had lit- 
tle effect on Rambo. 

He continued snoring loudly 
as he dreamed about parathas 
topped with scrambled eggs. 









That night.... 

A loud scream. A dull thud, 
followed by Rambo's blood cur- 
dling growls and barks, woke up 
the colony. 

All lights were on now. 

Mr. Srinivas was the first to 
spot the guy with a sack, 
sprawled in the corner of the 
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yard, Our hero, Rambo, was 
standing on his chest and grow!- 
ing at him menacingly. 

“Your dog has done a good job! 
Keep it up chubby fellow! We've 
caught this crook — thanks to 
you!” 

‘The Inspector patted Rambo's 
belly. 

“Isn't he simply great?” 
winked Mrs, Vijaya, as she eyed 
the corner of the yard. 

Well! She guessed it right. 


‘The thief who scaled the wall, 
had landed on Rambo's neat 
pile of assorted eats, which 
he had hoarded so 
meticulously for his 
midnight snacks’ 
This had up- 
set Rambo. He 
thought the fel- 
low had come to 
steal his little 
mountain of 
stale samosas, 
vadais, sand- 
wiches and 
bones. ‘The 


thought made Rambo wild! 


“Grrrr....” 
He pounced on him with all 


his might, sunk his teeth into 
the flesh of his thighs, and 
growled loudly! 


‘The rest is History! 


USHA SRIKUMAR 


CROSSWORD 


SWEET 'n' SHORT! 

















‘Solution on Page 80 

















CLUES ACROSS : LU! DOWN: 
Main division of a book 1. Light brown colour 
Flowers open out 2. Keep your photos in this 
Notes to help the 3. Ninth month of 
memory Mohammeddan year 
. Exchange of information _5. A spot in a desert 


A. GAURI SHANKAR. 





GoM iouay % 41 


908 | pIp TUM INE “Hwarq ‘HLT 4 Supjoojioao opus 
0} spunq oy) soy Sunrem ty Aq yes oH TUBE Feu 
dagis you pinos oH 





“Auaargy BUTE 
pio] 0} padesd oy 
“pasnyuog “op oy yeya 
mouy A[pIeY aH LUMO} 
ay) anes 0} ay sea 
MOH “UR payqnosy 
ve sem [lq psoy “eOIq 


0} jnoge arom 
syueq ou pur 
sfisnososiuep 
uasy pey axe 
9uy uF Taaat|) 
aoyeMouLL, “AIHA 
-eoy Suyurer 
sem 1 ‘UO 
-stas UOSUOL 
au) sea 1 
Wea 








107 joyoxjU09 
ay) uy sem aoxid 


smu ‘9Ina USHHEy 
aapun ‘oe S189, 
“seame Auvun 


0} soya sayddns| 


¢ yeuy eT Iq) 
B sey ‘npeupurey, 
uy ‘weye 


aquemype 














aNOTATON 


42 coum S 





Rama who 


Rama near the lake. 

The temple stands even 
today. The god of that temple 
is praised as the Erikatha 


Ramar, the 


earlier in the 
y morning, the rain had 
stopped. The sun came 


prayed to, 


B 


toseeifhewas dreaming. He out, and relieved people saw protected the lake. 


was not. The collector then that their lake had stood the 


wo god-like youths, clad 
in silk clothes and wea- 
Lord Bell rubbed his eyes 


ring armour, were guarding 
the lake with bows in hand. 


T 








Judge : Do you have any last wish 
before you are hanged? 





Prisoner : | want to eat some 
‘mangoes, 
Judge : But it is not the mango 
season! 
Prisoner : Never mind, I'll wait! 
N.Saroja, aged 13, 
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g 38 ‘A: She wanted to put out her leg 
@ and trip him! 
ag Hemant, 
£8 Bombay - 88 
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hint 


Start collecting your Funsticks* NOW! 
= Petmed 

























Enter the 
BANDAID’ 
Funtest 


All you have to do 

is to paint a strip and 
answer a few simple 
questions. anda 
whole lot of exciting 

prizes are yours to be 

won, 


is0 1000 ey ts Prices 


(0 sand in your any ody!) 


retell 


‘Tek the right answer 

4. What isthe size oa Band-Aid Sti? 
DY9nmx72nmO 7mm x Tom Cat x7Amm 

2. On Band Sip tom dohnaon Jobson are iy so, 
‘The Oi Fase 

‘3, How many Band-Aid Sp (a ypes) ar thornre Band-Aid Futast Pack? 
omo16 09 

“4 What athe efoto maicatn onthe pad of Bane Aco? 
{2 Bore Powder © Benzakoniim Chiotiés © Tincture odne 

‘5, Ini, how many Wat Disney characters have peared on Banc Ad S08? 
osasaz 
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MAMA REMEMBERS 














ao 


ee 


M, mother was just 
two years old. One after- 
noon, her mother plaited 


her hair, and wove a 
string of beautiful orange 
kanakambaram flowers 
into it. 

“Come play with me," 
my uncle (then a boy) 
called out to my mother. 

Soon, the two children 
were busy playing hide 
and seek. 

Now, it was uncle's 
turn to seek out my 
mother. He searched and 
searched, but in vain. 
Where had she hidden 
herself so successfully? 
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Batsoon, my 
uncle realized 
that my mother 
was missing. 
Panic seized him, 
and his mouth 
went dry. He could 
hear his mother 
calling out to his 
sister, What was he to 
do? 
Suddenly, he 


QUICK 
RESCUE! 


noticed a string of 
kanakambaram flowers 
floating in a pit of turbid 
water. He ran and looked 
closer. They looked like... 

Quickly, he pulled at 
the flowers. Out of the 
water, my mother's little 
head emerged. Her 
brother pulled and 
pulled, till she was safe 
at last. 

B. Archana, aged 13, 

Madras - 42. 

Dear Archana, 

You have not given your 
full address. Please send 
it to us. Ed. 





Ramesh : When I finished 
playing the guitar the whole 
class shouted “Fine, fine!” 
Raju : How much fine did 
you pay? 
Jones Augustine, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 84. 
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was a school boy then. But | 
] ‘remember this incident as vividly 

as if ithad happened yesterday. 

| studied in the village Primary 

School, where my father was a 
teacher. Our neighbour, Madhavan 
lEzhuthachan, was a teacher too, but 
in a different school. His daughter, 
Lakshmi, fondly called Lachu, was my 
friend and playmate. We went to 
[school together, and returned home 
together. At home, | would throw 
my bag in a corner, eat my tiffin, and 
rush to Lachu's house. 
Behind her house was a barn. 
Lachu would be waiting there every 
2 medium sized potatoes [i Jevening for me. 
125 gms maida We were not allowed to play in 
60 gms wheat flour the yard before the barn. 
1 small onion, Lachu!” her mother would say, 

chopped fine Don't spoil your dress playingin the 
2 green chillies, jrmud.” 

chopped fine ‘So we always played in the little 
Corrlander leaves, verandah before the barn. We played 

finely chopped many different games with tamarind 
1 tsp. ghee seeds. Lachu hada vast collection of 
Salt and chilli powder them. 

to taste 





ne Sunday morning, Ireached 
How to make it: the barn house, as usual. But 
M lLachu was nowhere to be seen. 
ixalltheaboveingrecionts TA maybe she was searching for the 
together to form @ soft HA colour pencil she had promised me 
dough. Roll into small balls I Hiase evening. 1 sat waiting for her. 
Jand flatten out into round Fi suddenly, | saw a squirrel sneaking 
juris with a rolling pin. into the barn store-room through a 

Deepfryinhotollandserve fi crnatt window. 
hot with mango pickle. As it was harvest time the barn 
M. S. Neelima, aged 14, BR ccore-room was filled to the brim, 
The Secunderabad School, BA some paddy was lying scattered on 
Hyderabad. 
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thefloor. The door and the windows of the store- 
room always remained closed. If anybody for- 
got to close them, squirrels, small birds 

and even hens stealthily entered the 

barn, and feasted on the paddy. 

That fateful day, a window of 


the storeroom had been 
left open. 

| closed the 
window from 








outside. Then! unbolted thelatch of struggling in agony. 


the door without making any noise, “Why did you catch it?” Lachu 
tiptoed into the roomand closed the demanded, staring first at me, and 
door behind me. then at the squirrel. 


l nthe dim light, | saw the squirrel 


sitting on its hind legs, eating 
paddy. When I switched on the light, 
it panicked and ran towards the 
window. Since the window was 
closed, itjumped onto the highest 
container in the room, and 
perchingonit, began tosqueak 
ina shrill voice. 

| was determined to 
‘catch the squirrel. There 
‘was a wild chase when it 
ran helter-skelter 
around the room in 
fright. | caught ieatlase! 
While the poor J 
creature was trying to 
escape from my grip, | 
managed to find a 
string, I made a knot, 
and soon, Iwas hold- 
ing the string, with 
the squirrel at the 
other end. 

“Hal ha! How's it?” 1 
asked the squirrel, and 
pulled the string towards 
me. 














“Ont This 
squirrel! | want it 
fora pet," Ireplied. 
| proudly took the 
squirrel in the palm 
of my left hand. 

“Viswal Let go 
of that poor 

earing familiar creature!” she said, 

footsteps behind me, “No! I've caught it and | 
turned. Lachu stood there, her don’t want to part with it,” I looked 
tight palm tightly closed. The colour at Lachu in the eye as | said this. 
pencil, | guessed. “At least loosen the knot around 

The squirrel squeaked again, its neck,” she pleaded. 
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can't. Jell run away. 

| knew she would be cross with 
‘me for not listening to her, 

But | wanted the squirrel 

ei 's face became flushed with 


have forgotten about our friendship, 
the many games we played, all. 


he moment she disappeared i424, 


from sight, | began to repent 
my action. | should've agreed to 


Lachu’s suggestion and let go of the x: 


squirrel. 1 couldn't even think of 
spending a day without talking to 
Lachu or playing with her. 
“Lachu! Oh, Lachu! Take the 
squirrel. Do what you want with it!" 
She came out of her house 


immediately,asifshehadbeen waiting - 


for my call. 
She gently took the squirrel in her 
hands. The first thing she did was to 
remove the string from around its 
neck. Then she setitfree. Itranup the 
mango tree in the yard, and perching 
ona branch, squeaked noksly 
Lachu looked at me and 
smiled. | smiled back at her. 
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was alitady munwing lat for school, Bur 

‘Vicky lind come ns yes. Wiis few 
‘viwutts, ove school bus would come 10 the 
siwect conven, I went up 10 the tied loon, 
ro Vieky’s house ane wang rhe bell Ens 
-supnisd ro see ve fiquae wie oprved ie 
loon — it lnd a plum xed nose wth wateny 
fyts, ane big sant ted noun ins tad. I 
rook me 4 fw sceonels 10 wecogwize Vicky 





Hi spoke nie loncuage. He would wot be 
coming 10 shoo fo the nex two days, hc 
cast hina ied ro ene he 
sclioal bus 


Tas vein, my at Guest caue 0 
ounhowst Shewnsadocton, Schad cone 
sinc, wasbubling wi ouens, AssooN 
Asst nd bad dat, | stad my 9 

uw Wha cst conan cold? 
tr duc to bacens? Dont we lave ay 
wc rca cu i nediney? 

No Balai pled scased by 
vis — aout fae dle 
few These have no itn 
th would came cold Ime. We can 
take some abn tar cold Use the 
Innnsiny and peevent ai arcumcnce of 
Cold Bur vt co fellow sete sup 
oss ha wll ose ove the pact 
nicl 














Comin Cooled 


“Threw whar abour te medicines sold 
in the phauncy?" | asked 

“told you thee jsno specific medicine 
to waad off cold! You should rake she 
nares thar suit you." 

“Whi prcontions should we Ake?" 
asked 

ins, you should sty a1 howe avd 
rel Thar wil ive you Te wexsouy 5, 
‘and also ever othe kon tig om 








“1 always ger cold belowe aN examina 
tion, aunriel | don’t know why,” | munbled 
this Question out 

ANI Tension Of STRESS 15.AN ipORTANT 
‘eause of cold, Ding He exams, you read 
‘tor and worry a lor 100, Navuealy, your 
systeat gers wank and you get a cold 
“Tell me more about orhem precau 
"1 begged 






tions 


“Gena, cold 1s eased 
through The air by coughing and sneezing, 
Seopeawncr tts psn eriog cote 
with Geams. The best thing to do is To wash 
youn Th aed wot To tough You es, 


ose ow moutle when suffewing Tom. cold, 
Disinfect evenyday suelnces whene youwork. 
Drink plenty of fluids, This will shiv our rhe 
‘mucus in your chest. Al cinculation in The 
place should be iwceeased 

‘Can we ware LV." 


YM ivy nor?" aunty smiled, "You enw, 
bur sir ara safe distance ftom orhews, Thewe 
(saw ivtenesting thing about the melation 
berween cold avd evtenrainment, Dit 
Karbileen Dilon of Westen, New England, 
Faas proved sliar Those pa- 











E 


viewis with cold who warched « comedy 
show, had » berrex level of inmuniryl Thee 
muna Globin level changed consider 
ably." 


Mist abour home wemedies?” | 
wondered, “Do they wally help?” 

“Sumcl You caw boll some re eaves 
(basi) with your ren and dink thor. You 
caw also pur caused ingen IW. Hall 
spoow of honty wi lion is «good Howe 
remedy suggested by Gan” 

“Thank you nny! | sal cl Vicky.” 

Go lend,” sued aunt Greth, 
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STORIES RETOLD BY READERS ESSE 


terribl 
this.. 








ifriends!You must have 
id read the story Colour 

Blind, in the September 
"94 issue. But, do you know how 
the different birds got their 
wonderful colours? 

Long longago,there were two 
best friends. They were the koel* 
and the peacock.The whole forest 
knew of them as fast friends who 
stood by each other in times 
good and bad, In those ancient 
times, all birds looked a sort of 
washed out muddy colour. They 







were of different shapes. 
and sizes, but colours, no! 


arada was visiting the Earth. 
“How beautiful and green 
the forests are,” he thought. 

But as he looked closer, he 
‘was disappointed. Among the 
lush gréen leaves, birds of a 
muddy brown colour hopped 
about, hunted for food, fed their 

young.... ‘ 

“How awful! Narada ex- 
claimed, “These muddy-brown 
creatures are birds? How 

 F Guckeo > 
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“This is how the birds should be.” 





Imusttell the lordabout 


Shaking his head in a very 


disappointed manner, Narada 
went back to heaven. 


A 


throne watching dancers clad in 
brilliane and beautifully coloured 
garments. 


t Indraloka, the king was 
seated on his lustrous 


“Oh! Oh!” Narada exclaimed, 


“How dare you disturb me?’ 


Indra cried,"What's the meaning 
of this?” 
ve me, Indra,” Narada 
replies yt | am just back from: 
Earth. Have you seen the birds 
there?” 
“Hmmm.....yes. | guess | have,” 
Indra replied, “What about 
them?" 








“The poor creatures are so 


dull and unhappy, with not a 
to brighten up their 





“But Narada!” exclaimed 
Indra, “That's how they were 














created...” “Oh, you poor peacock.” Indra 
“So what?” Narada asked, said,""What an awful colour you 

“Can't you brighten them up a are. Shall | paint you up?” 

bit?” The peacock looked doubtful. 

Indra set down his pots of 

ndra liked the idea. Armed colours and said,"Here,| tell you 
with pots of different colours, what. You may choose the colours 

and brushes ofvarioussizes,Indra_ you want.” 

landed on Earth The peacock saw the colours 
The first bird that he met,was and was really excited. 

the peacock. Ie allowed Indra to paint its 






















body a lovely greenish-blue-Then, 
sticking out its tail,it spread the 
feathers out. 

“Start with the blue,” it told 
Indra. 

Indra began with the blue,used 
green, black, a little yellow, did 
some mixing...Soon,a small group 
of birds had gathered to watch. 
Narada came there too. 

In the end, the peacock was 
thrilled to discover that it had a 
really gorgeous tail. 

“Go, peacock,” said Indra,"Tell 
your other friends to come tome 
and get themselves painted.” 


he peacock went dancing 

and hopping through the 
morning light. With each step, it 
looked back at itself. And each 
look convinced it, that it was the 
most beautiful creature in the 
whole world. 

"Oh my friends,” it sang out, 
“Come, look at me.” 

All the birds came out, and a 
collective gasp went around, 
“Aah!” 

“How beautifull” 

“You can get yourselves 
painted too,” the peacock sang, 
“Indra is waiting there to do it 
for you.” 

There was a mad scramble, as 
the birds turned and rushed 
towards Indra, wanting to be the 
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first to be coloured. 

But where was the koel all this 
time? She was seated near the 
river-bank,ona low shurb,waiting 
for her best friend the peacock. 

The peacock hadnot forgotten 
the koel. 

“Let her wait," he thought,"I'l 
tell her last.” 

And in his heart of hearts, he 
didn't want to tell her atall. If she 
were dull,and he so gorgeous, he 
would always be the superior one, 
wouldn't he? 

Well, the peacock never told 
the poor koe. 


he parrot, who had been 

coloured a bright green, 
was very pleased with herself, 
She was trying out the effect of 
her new image by the river, when 
she saw the koel. 

“Hey, koel!What are you doing 
here? Aren't you getting yourself 
painted?” 

“Painted? What is that?” 

“Didn't your best friend tell 
you?" the parrot asked,"He was 
the first to get painted.” 

The koel rushed towhere Indra 
was, 

But alas! Indra had just used 
the last drops of blue and green 
onthe kingfisher.Allother colours 
were exhausted too. Only black 
was left. 














‘Why didn't you come 
just a little earlier?” Indra 
asked. 

“My best friend forgot 
to tell me," muttered the 
keel. 

“Well, there’s only 
black” said Indra, “Shall | 
stripe you or spot you?” 

“Just pour the black 
colour over my head:” the 
koe! said, bitterly. 


Indra painted the 
koel black,a litle 
tear-drop rolled out of its 


eye. 

He felt sorry for it. 

“You shall have the 
most beautiful voice in 
the whole forest," he told 
her;"None will be able to 
sing like you. Not even 
your friend. He shall have 
the harshest cry among 
all birds.” 

And that's how, the 
blackkoelgother beautiful 7 
voice. 

‘And that’s how, the 
proud peacock hasa most 
unmusical ery. 

Adapted from a story 
sent by 
A. Prathyusha, aged 13, 


Little Flower School, /== 


Chittoor. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





noopy,SowmyaandI the doorbell rang, 
had just returned “Must be our parent: 
fromamorning walk, SaidSowmya, Shewas about 
when thephonerang, tgodown toopenthe door. 


Ttdllyouwhat . “Sowmya, it can't be 
Before tellyouwhat ,“Sowmya, it ean! 


happened next, let me introduce 7 

Eowmya and Snoopy to you, Teme eal they 

Sowmya is my cousin whose yeminded her, She 

father was transferred from Jookedatme, thenat 

Delhi to Madras a few days ago. the door, and again 

Her family was staying with us at me. 'We didn't 

till they got a good flat to live in. knowwhattodo, But 

Snoopy is my little white puppy, at last we decided to 

presented tome by Sowmya. He open the door. 

has a habit of snooping around, ,, “Sewmya,T think 

and is ajolly little daredevill jt woul be lees 
Wellnow,let’sgetbacktothe Snoopy along.” T 

telephone call. It was an old said ‘But Sowmya 

friend of papa’s and he had in- thought it didn’t 

vitedourfamilytoadinnerparty matter,Andweopened the 

thatevening.“We'renotcoming,” door. 

Sowmya and I told our 

parents. They agreed tolet 

us stay at home. 


twas fun to have 

the whole house 

to our- selves. We 
ate dinner watching 
VCR! (which wouldn't 
have been possible 


if mama had been T E 
around!). We play- 

ed with Snoopy 

for alittle while, 

and then sent 

him to the bed- 

room to sleep. 

We were about to 

go upstairs when 
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maninadriver's uniform 
‘tod there. 
“Mr.Murthi(my papa) 


left some papers here, He asked 
me to fetch them,” he said in a 
gentle voice. I let him in, and 
shut the door. 

“What papers are they?” I 
asked and turned, when sud- 
denly, he whipped out a knife 
from his pocket! A chill ran 
down my spine! Soygnya was 
ightened too. SK tried to 
cream, butthe man caught hold 
of her. He covered her mouth 
with his left hand and held the 
Isnife at her throat! 

“Hey you!” he said, pointing 
the knife at me. “Where are all 
the valuables kept?” His voice 





was gentle no more. It was 
hoarseandharsh, Ididn'tknow 
what to say. I looked at 
Sowmya, She looked at me, 
and then at the bedroom, I 
understood what she meant, 
and pointed towards the 
bedroom. But the thiefwasn't 
going to take chances, 

“Open the door,” he ordered, 


[ies quickly and opened 











the door. But I stepped on 
the sleeping Snoopy by 
mistake! Poor Snoopy! He was 
so furious, that he whined and 
barked loudly. 

Alarmed, the thief ran to- 
wards the door. But I quickly 
sent my skateboard his way. The 
man was in such ahurry that he 
didn’tnotice it. Anddo you know 
what happened? Snoopy thought 
it was anew game and joined in! 
He jumped on the man and be- 
gan licking him, Snoopy, poor 
chap, did not havea violent bone 
in his body. He thought the thief 
was a friend, But the startled 
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andalarmedthiefdidnotrealize heard how we had tackled the 
this. He thought Snoopy was man. The police arrived too. 
attacking him! 

Sowmya quickly grabbed a ater, Snoopy, all petted 
vase and hit the man on his nd praised, came runn- 
head. The man fell back, uncon- ing with the skateboard 
scious. Sowmya and I tied the inhis mouth. He wanted to play 
manupwith theclothesline,and the ‘game’ again! 
stuffed ballofwastepaperinto “Not me, Snoopy," I laughed, 
his mouth, We called to our “You'll have to wait for the next 
neighbours for help. Our par- thief or trickster!” 


ents returned just then. Every- P. Kavitha, aged 11, 
one was astonished when they Madras - 600 054, 
COR an SRO Ee aden 00054) 


BUTTERFLIES 


Buttertios are timid 
creatures, 
But they have fine 
features, 
Though they are smal 
Thy'e the protest of 
all 














Perched on a flower, 
| go near... wait! 
Fluttering away, it 


aa) disappears 


Into the thin air! 


So if you want to 
watch a buttertly 
Never go near 
Just look and admire, 
{is beautiful colours, 


Kesha Balakrishnan, 
Sri Lanka. 
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IZZNd 


SHORTHAND 





iteveroccured toyou 
that we think faster than 
fe speak and we speak 


faster than we write? 
Agreatmaster-mind thought, 
about this a century and a half 
ago, and devised a system by 
which the spoken word could be 
written justasfast,and 
with perfect ease, The 
system was English 
shorthand writing. The 
master-mind was Sir 






























Re which in turn was speech in lan- 
Ky guage, literacy in reading, and 


wo writin, 


Isaac Pitman (1813-1897), He 
wanted to prove that mankind 
can write at the same speed with 
which he speaks, 


Even as a young boy, Isaac 
proved to bea good student. Itis 
said that he used to get up very 

early in the 

morning to 

be Elcom Latin, 
FPP Greek and 

“ee English 


CLE? 


Grammar, 


He worked hard 
eveningand morning, toimprove 
himself, At the age of 18, he 
went tothe world’s first Teacher's 
Training College (The Borough 
Road Training College). At the 
age of twenty, he took up the 
position of Headmaster of one of 
the British Schools at Barton- 
on-Humber. Later, he set up his 
own school at Bath, Isaac was 
devoted to education. He be- 
lieved that education was 
dependant on communication, 


language. 






Th the course of his work, 


ES 
Tsaacturnedhisinteresttowrit- fingers keep pace with 
ing, and at the age of twenty- the organs of speech 
four,heinvented Pitman'sshort- — throat, mouth and 
hand. tongue, The result of 
He saw what a waste oftime all this was his book 
longhand was. He asked him- Stenographic Sound 

d to spend six Hand. 
ing, what can be —_Pitman’sshorthandlanguage 
spoken in one, consistingofthin inesand thick, 
written signs a 


ata single stroke, why do J, Redhakeishnan, 
we have so many marks to a weiter with Gekulam 
write it out? for many years, passed away 

He soon realized that a August 13th lost year 
therewasneed forenough s in 4 ee ‘a B 
characters for the sounds peal 
of the English language. found notes on 
He realized that if there Pilman's shorthand thal he had 
were forty sounds in the jolted down. She pul together 
English language, we 
would need forty charac~ 
ters in shorthand. We miss you, 

His next surmise was Mr. Radhalvshnon, &% 
that it was not necessary 
to restrict writing to one 
letter at timo, or onesound 
ata time, A single sign 
could stand for a number 
of sounds which together 
made a syllable. 


cn article, and sent if fo us. 


Thus was founded 
economy in writing, in 
which the record of the 
spoken words of the hu- 
man voice is placed on 
paper as fast as it is ut- 
tered. The pen and the 





eats 


strokes, loops, circles and dots 
proved to bea miracle language. 
From an obscure place in En- 
gland, it spread overseas to 
‘America and Canada. 


Ti was on February 3, 1886, 
that Pitman’s Shorthand came 
into India, through Madras. The 
Board of Pachiappa’s Charities 
ran a commercial school. The 
school introduced shorthand 
writing and the work was en- 
trusted to Mr. K.S. Aiyar, the 
Fatherof Commercial Education 
in India. The adaptability ofthe 








system was so remarkable that 
ited to the developmentof Hindi 
and Tamil shorthand writing. 

Generations of Indians will 
remember Pitman for the job 
opportunities shorthand pro- 
vided them with, in a country 
where getting a job is so difficult 
even today. Pitman’s short- 
hand gave to several thousands 
in the early days, a means of 
living. Many a parent who could 
not afford higher education for 
his son, made him learn short- 
hand and typewriting. The 
humble shorthand writer soon 
earned for himself the name ofa 
trusted and much sought-after 
man, because he looked after 
confidential correspondence. 
‘Some of these writers even rose 
to high positions in course of 
time. 


This field opened up an av- 
enue for women too. They got 
intoseeretarial work and became 
independent personsintheirown 
right. 

Perhaps the greatest tribute 
to Pitman has been from India. 








It is said that once Pitman him- 
Soa TREE 








Lady (to milkman): Why ace 
you so late today? 

Milkman ; What can I do, 
madam? The water came late! 


‘Y. G. Aparna, aged 12, 
Madras - 600 020. 


selftook down a Sanskrit stanza 
inshorthand, and readitbackas 
easily as though it were his 
mother tongue! Another instance 
has it that Lord Carmichael, a 
former Governor General of In- 
dia in the pre-independance 
days, took down a Bengali trans- 
lation of the speech he intended 
to make in shorthand, He ren- 
dered it with such precision, that, 
the Bengali audience was left 
spell-bound. 


Thelate J.J, Goodwin, a mi- 





grantinto America from England 
in 1895 was another famous 
shorthand user. He was the one 
who jotted down the lectures of 
‘Swami Vivekanandain the west. 
But for him, the great Vedantic 


lectures oftheSwami, 
and his patriotic 
speeches, could never 
have been preserved 
Goodwin worked for 
the Madras Mail (a 
newspaper), butdied at the very 
young age of twenty-eight. 

Pitman pursued his interest 
in reading, particularly spelling. 
He popularised the phoneticsy: 
tem for spelling and established 
an institute at Bath for this. He 
was knighted three years before 
his death, in 1897, 











Today, Pitman’s shorthand 
has come to stay. In every field 
—be it business or industry, the 
shorthand writer has become a 
necessity. His work calls for a 
high degree ofalertness, and the 
writer has to use his head as 
much as his hand, 


Sir Isaac Pitman will be re- 
membered as long as the system 
he has devised survives. And 


_ shorthand can never disappear. 


‘Al that is needed is a pencil 
and a piece of paper. 

‘At the memorial at Bath Ab- 
bey, stands this tablet 

In memory of Sir Isaac Pit- 
man 1813-1897 

Inventor of Pitman's Short- 
hand. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 








VISITING 


CCAU 


| isceiend Priyanka and, our own with our friend, 








were to spend the day in our Meenakshi has a pet langur. It 
friend Meenakshi's house. We was a present from an uncle in 
were determined to have a real Rajasthan. Meenu was a person 
good time, Imagine!A full day allon with a sense of humour, but at 
times, she could be so gloomy, that 










you'd think it was the end of the 
world. 

When we entered her room, we 
saw a plate of chips and a few 
sweets on her desk, On one wall, 
was a poster with ‘Ten Command- 


ments’ written on it. They were 
Meenu’s own commandments. 

had seen it before, but Priya 
hadn't. 


TEN COMMANDMENTS ; 

1, Hardwork is hazardous to 
health. 

2, Studying during holidays is 
injurious to health, 

3, Watch T.V. That is the only way 
to become an idiot. 


RUN--+ RUN.» 
THE PANE HAS 





BROKEN | 


4, Never give, always take, ‘cause 
true joy lies only in taking. 

” 5, Wrinkles are hereditary, Parents 
get ‘em from children. 

6. Never think twice before you do 
anything. 

7. Always keep your room dit. 
That is the only way to Godliness, 

8, Always be well prepared fora hit 
‘movie quiz, i. always watch the hits in 
‘movies. You could also watch the so- 
$0 ones, And | won't stop you from 
watching the poor ones. 

9. Always have many extra 
curricular activities like jumping over 
walls, breaking panes, stealing jam, 
catching cats by their tails, reading late 
at night,etc. 
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10. Always remain idle, Only then can 
you be a true person. 


ere, | must stop to com- 

ment on my friend. Other 
than the seventh commandment, 
she disobeys the rest. 

We decided to play tennis first. 
Priya and! had brought our rackets. 
Itwas a very curious game. It was 
a threeplayer tennis, since we had 
nonet. We stoodin triangle and hit 
the ball to each other. In a few 
minutes, we were sick of the game. 

‘So we decided to play a proper 
game of tennis, and | was to be 
commentator. The first game 
was bugging, but soon Priyanka 
and Meenakshi were playing a 
furious game, To make it look more 
like Wimbledon, | perched high on 
the wall and continued my com- 
mentary. 


henithappened. Priyamade 
a mistake. She hit the ball 
ht at me. Terror-striken, | 
















shattering crash behind me. turned. 
The glass pane of a neighbour's 
window had shattered. 

“Let's scoot," said Meenakshi, 

But Priya and |-thought differ- 
ently. We went into the neighbour's 
house and apologised for breaking 
the pane. 

“We'll pay for it aunty," we said. 

She was very pleased that we 
had apologised and sent us away 
with a smile. 


fter that, we wandered into 

the kitchen tohelp Meenu's 
mom cut some vegetables. Bored 
with that, we resorted to chess. 
Meenu and | played the first game. 
When she realized she was losing, 
Meenu said, "Sushi, | have a bad 
headache. Let's stop the game right 
here.” 

So chess was over. 

“Lunch ready!” Meenu’s mom 
called out. Were we hungry! We 
wolfed down a delicious lunch of 
puri, sabj, pulao, salad and papad, 
followed by ice-cream, 

Mmm... No three guesses what 
we did next. We slept. For two 
hours! twas three o'clock when we 


Ram : My father has Jawaharlal 
Nehu's watch. 


Suresh : My father has Tippu 
Sultan's sword. 


: My father has Adam's: 











woke up. 

“What delicacy can we have for 
tiffin?” My thoughts were rudely 
brokenby Micky (have your forgotten 
the langur?) who ran off with the 
outhouse keys. The outhouse was 
Meenu’s lab, and the keys were 
precious! 








e chased Micky, who 

perchedonahigh branch 
of the mango tree in the backyard. 
After a lot of coaxing and cajoling, 
Micky threw the keys down. They 
fell straightinto the gutter. We fished 
‘themout, washed them, and trooped 
to the outhouse. 






After a lot of abortive experi- 
ments (the last one frightened us 
out of our wits), we went into the 
house. 

We were in for a nice surprise. 
Meenu’s dad had brought home a 
video cassette. It was Sholay We 
thanked him and watched it 


mesmerised (don't ask me what's 
so mesmerising about it.) 

Soon, the day was done, and it 
was time to say goodbye. | think 
Micky was the saddestto see us go. 


Lakshmi Balaraman, aged 13, 
Holy Angels Anglo Indian H 
Madras. 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


There IN TWO PARTS 


EE IL ppovevouseen 


was Mss, Doubt- 
fre? "asked 
another Diya. shifting herself 
toamore comfy pos- 
sob, tion in her chair 

~YohiSupetomovel 
followed actualy, yesey 
‘cousnshodcome, 
by two ese 

P “will i 
sniffs, tekrg? sccoweny, 


irate voice. The gis 
looked up. It was 
Prashant, their class- 
leader. 

“We areoniy whis- 
paring,” saidRashmi. 
“Okay, listen yaar, 
you know that Priya: 
lives close to mY... 





ANUSHA’S 
VALENTINE 








W 


: 













“ifyoudon’tstop talking, I'Ilwrite your 
names,” threatened Prashant. 

“You know how to write?!”’ sald 
Gayathri, in mock surprise. “Oolyo, | thought 
you were lliteratel”’ 

The girls squealed with laughter at this, Even 
Prashant had to smile. 
™ Better shut-up,’” he said, amused. 


“Why? Con‘tweshut down?” retorted Gayatha “Itisn’t 


“Or open-up?” tt 
Prashant gitedhisteeth. “Look, I'mwaming fiction, 
you tor the lost ime... ltis 
ddenly Preethi sow thelr class-teacher t 
Mrs. Ramaswamy, who taught them atrue 
+ Englsh, standing at the doorway, glaring at her 
loss story, 
“Shut-up! Miss hos come. Hush! Shoo!” F 
“Be quiet!” it says so 
“Huuuuuuuuussshhhshh!” hised Sandeep, inth 
The Bad Boy of the class. inthe 


After some quiet had been restored, the 
class took up Its usual chorus. 

“Goooda moming, maadaam!"* 

“Don’t sing It!’’ snapped Mrs. Ramaswamy. 
“Say it properly.’” 

“Good morning madam!"* 

Mrs. Ramaswamy sighed. No use dealing 


book.” 


RIDDLES 


@:Whatisamanwho- 
says no to everything 
called? 
A: A‘Noman’. 
Suma, aged 10, 
Bangalore. 





@: How did the 
elephant getinto the 
car? 
A : By opening the 
door! 


ip 


Q:Inabigmeetingot 
forest anima, which 
‘animal was absent? 
A: The elephant, 
because it wasinside 

the cor. 
M. Vivek Shenoy, 
Jayolakshmipuram - 
570012. 


mit 


we 
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with the class when they were in this mood, 
“Tum to page 33 in your English text, We 
‘are going to do "Amber today.” 





mber’ was about a dog which hada 
disease called Demodectic Mange. 
At the end of the story, Amber had to be put 
to sleep, because she was suffering from a 
disease that was incurable. On the whole, it 
was a sad and touching story. 

“Ankita, stand up and read,” soid Mrs. Roma 
‘swomy. Ankita got up and began to read. 

Mis, Ramaswamy interupted after awhile, 
to explain something in grammar. 

“The participles and gerunds.....” she 
began. 

Can | have some water, miss?’ walled a 
voice. 

“Who ls that?’ she asked sharply. 

“Nitin, Miss!"’ shouted the whole class, 
selzing the opportunity to scream. 

Hush,“* said Mrs. Ramaswamy, “'Stond- 
up, Nitin, 








itinstood up, wondering what was going 
to befall him. 

“Nitin.”” said Mrs, Ramaswamy, stemly, 
“When you want to ask something, you put 
‘up your hand. And you do not interrupt me 
while | speak!" 

“Sorry, mis,‘ said Nitin, carelessly, 

“Now sit down!” 

Nitin sat down and immediately his hand 
shot up. 

“Now whatisit?’ asked Mrs, Ramaswamy, 
exasperated. 

“Can | have water, miss?’” 

Mis. Ramaswamy had to smile, 

“Yes, yournay. Ankita, continue reading.”” 

Ankita stood up. 








“'Sster Rose, I'm affaid It is all over with 
‘Amber’ “, she read on. “The kindest thing 
would be to put her to sleep.’ "” 


sob sounded from somewhere, 
"sister Rose was shocked, ‘Oh, well’ she 
sald,..."" 





There wos another sob, followed by two sniffs. 

“Now who Is crying?” asked Mis. Rama- 
swamy, wondering what was wrong with her 
lass that moming. 

Before the class could scream, “Anusha, 
miss!” the bell rang, Mrs. Ramaswamy hurtledly 
wished the class and scuttled off, 

“Why are you crying, Anusha?" asked 
Gayath, immediately, 

“Why sshe crying?” engured Karthik. Although 
his nose was short, It poked into everything. 

“Amber, yaar," sputtered Anusha, tearsspling 
‘outondsploshingontoherdesk. "Amber she dled!” 


I'l 
talk to 
you.” 


‘he others roared with laughter. 
“Don't be so sick, Anusha," cried Aditya, 
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Customer : Of what use Is this new 
super computer? 
Salesman : it can do hai your job for 
you, 
‘Customer : Great! I'l take two! 
, Radhika and B, Ramya, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 034, 


guffawing. “Fancy crying over a 
sily fictitious dog!” 

“it isn’t fiction,”* said Anusha, 
defiantly. “it isa true story, itsays 
so in the book.”* 

“Poooooocor Amber!” sneered 
Korthik. "Don'tery overspilt milk!’ 

“None of you have ¢ heart,” 
wept Anusha, dramatically. “Not 
‘onel And if you have, itis made 
of stone.” 

The others laughed stil more 
loudly at this, 

Dia sudtienly remembered 
that the Maths teacher had an- 
nounced a Graph test the previ- 
ous day. 

“Ay, Anushateach me thissum 
no?” she begged, showing her a 
book. 

‘No, impossible,” said Anusha, 
pushing away the book. “Bring 
Amber back to life, then Illtalk to 
you.’* 

The others stored at Anusho. 
Shecouldgoalfimyanddramatic 
‘when she liked. 

“You've gone crazy, bonkers,”” 
scid Preethi at lost, “Stork raving 
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It’s okay,’ said Anusha, obsti- 
nately. “Just bring Amberbackto 
life, Then I'll talk to you."* 


he maths teacher walked in 
‘and set up a snappy revision 

test, And then as the classsighed, 
groonedandpuzledoverthe Maths 
fest, Preethi got a brillant idea 
that would soon put an end to 
Anusha'ssiliness, 

“Diya, Rashmi, Gayathl” cated 
Preeth, ossoon asschoolwasover. 

Goyathri was laughing crazily 
over ajoke and came staggering 
over fo her. 

“What?” she asked, 

“Tomorrow is Feb. 1éth,”* said 
Preeti 

"$02" asked Rashmi 


§&]} t Is Valentine's Day and 
eople send cards to each 
other,” saldPreethl grinning, “Let's 
sendonetoAnushaandwiite from 
“Your Long lost Amber’ ar some- 
thing like that!” 

“Yes,"* cried Gayathri jumping 
with excitement. “Ooolyol So 
funny it will bel’” 

“Yes,"’ said Preethl, showing all 
herthirty-two white teeth, “Divya 
‘and | are going to ‘Landmark’ 
today and see If we don't buy a 
really superb card!"* 

(TO BE CONCLUDED) 
Yamini N., Std. IX, 

Padma Seshadri B.B.S.5.S., 
Madras. 








'y parents and I had 
just returned after 
atching an evening 


| show at the cinema. The movie 

had been about a poltergeist, or 

} ‘a ghost that moved things and 
shook the house, 

After eating our dinner, we 

went to sleep. It was past mid- 

ht. I couldn't sleep, for Lwas 

| thinking about the film, All ofa 

> sudden, I could hear vessels 














falling over, and banging about 
in the kitchen. It seemed tome, 






| _ thatthegroundwasshaking too. 

Wasitadream? Ipinchedmyself. 

But it was too real. I was 
terrified. 


ran to my parents bedroom. 
By now, the shaking had 
stopped, and all was calm and 
quiet. I woke my parents up, 
and told them about the strange 


a 
2 
4 
) 


ye 





things thathad happened. “It’s 
that film we saw,” my parents 
scolded me, "Now go to sleep.” ¢ 
“You're right,” I mumbled, “I 
was quite frightened: after 
watching that movie,” 
Lerept back into bed, tremb- 
ling, pale and frightened. 


henext morning, picked up 
my cup of coffee, and began 
to read the newspaper. 
Earthquake! screamedthehead- 
lines, I remembered the falling 








vessels,and the shaking floor of 
last night.So, it had been the 
earthquake, not a ghost or 
poltergeist. 

‘Theearthquakehad been very 
severe in many places and a lot 
of people had lost their lives, 

Thadn't dreamed it after all. 

M. Rashmi, aged 12, 
Belthangady - 574 214. 
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Butcher : You certainly do! 
This is a butcher's shop! 


Elizabeth Augustine, 
aged 12, 


“Bangalore - 84, 





Dear Eitor, 
(@) Robberies and thefts have become very 
‘common nowadays, People are-being robbed 
inbroad daylight. 

Houses are broken into and people are 
killed if they resist. Nothing is safe anymore, 
for this happens everywhere. 





R. Gita, 
‘Madras - 600 024. 








Dear Esitor, 
@_ | completely disagree with Ambika 
‘Shivadas (D¢ iber issue). Man should not 





kill helpless animals for his own benefit 

Recently, whion so many people 

infected with plague, did we kill them? We 

made sure that they got the right treatment 
and tried our best to cure them. 

Similarly, we should mak 

‘are innoculated against rabies 

8. Soumya, aged 14, 

Vidya Mandir, 

‘Madras. 











ro that dogs 


Dear Estor, 
(9) | cisagreo with Syed imran (November 
{ssue). We may wear jeans and shits, but 
inside we remain the same. We pray to our 
Gods, celebrate our festivals, and ive the 





Indian way. 
Just because our clothes change, the 
mind doesnt. * 
Noha Thakkar, 
New Bombay = 400073. 


Dear Editor, ' 
(8. Weare becoming westernised, Butwhy 
point fingers at! women only? Haven't we 
Seen men weang eanngs and sporting 


long hair or pony-t fics 
", Mythil, aged 10, 
Madras and 

‘Shweta Mishrikotkar, td Vil, 


‘Mount Carmel School, 
Nagpur. 





ing wostoisod clothes 

hom we wan tape the wes, 

‘but because they are more comfortable. 4 
Shilpa 


‘Soumya Kamakshi, aged 16, 
‘Bombay. 














COVER STORY: 


ni ‘ow creative are you in tine of walking all the way to 
] daily life? No, I am not class and back, and did not en- 


ease 


asking you if you are a 
good painter, writer or a poet. 
‘Think — do you enjoy the chal- 
lenges that everyday life brings? 
Let me give you examples. 
‘Mahesh was a good student. 
But he was not very keen on 
homework, classwork or project 
work. His heart sank everytime 





} his teacher announced a project 


or a test. 

Vidya loved to sing. She en- 
rolled herself in music class. But 
‘soon, she came to hate the rou- 
pl 


joy singing at all. 


‘ahesh obviously avoids 

challenges and Vidya found 
routine boring. What is needed 
from both of them is fresh think- 
ing on how they should approach 
their activities. 

Mahesh could tackle his 
schoolwork like a soldier at the 
warfront. And Vidya can invent 
many games, watch people 
around her, on her way to music 
class. 










he world around us is 
interesting all the time. 
Nothing really remains the 
same — there are so many 
things taking place. An alert and 
creative mind can make the best 
of it. 

“Just suppose there's no bread 
ordosa batter at home for break- 
fast,” says Sandhya Narang of 
EREHWON, Madras, ‘I can look 
at it two ways. I can see it as a 
problem. Or I can take up the 
challenge and create a different 
dish with the ingredients I 
have.” 

Creativity, in short, is to make 
the best of what you have 





andhya and her husband 
Rajiv Narang founded EREH- 


WON, a self-learning 
skills programme in 
Delhi. Now based in 
Madras, Rajiv Narang 


and his team have an 
office at R. M. Towers 
on Chamiers Road. 
“Many parents 
think that being 
creative is to be good 
at dancing or paint- 
ing, etc.,” says 
Sandhya. 


‘of ourselves just because we 
have no real talent? But what ex- 
actly is talent? 

Talent, as we think of it to- 
day, is a special skill that one is, 
good at. 

We very often hear comments 


like, “She has inborn talent.” 
“She has a natural talent for...” 


alent, is a skill which we 

love to do, and which we 
are good at. We make this skill 
finer by practise. Talent grows 
or dies, according to the inter- 
est shown in the skill. 

‘Thus, ifyou love to paint, and 
you are good att, it will not de- 
velop further if you don't take 
interest in it. 

This is true of all the things 
we do in daily life. 

“Tmay be a good dancer," says 
Sandhya, “But I may not be a 
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good cook.” 


little creative thinking will 
make all activity, fun acti- 
vity. Thus, Mahesh can enjoy his 
project work, and Vidya, her 
trips to music class. You need no 
help to work out these creative 
solutions. Alittle understanding 
of yourself and what you want 
to do, will do the trick! 


M any parents think that 
their children waste 
their time playing, listening to 
music, or doodling, while there 





by Tie Sera ae 








be regularly followed. 


tudies too, can be ap- 
proached in many different 

ways (see box). 

be regularly followed, 


Sais too, can be ap- 
proached in many different 
ways (see box). 

As Sandhya says, “It is the 
way you look at it. You can in- 


vent so many different methods 
of doing the same thing.” 





‘ach one of us is creative. If 
you have a special interest 
like drawing or painting, (or 
sculpting, like the girl on the 
cover), good for you! But if 
you don’t, then it’s not bad 
either. 
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TEST YOUR 


wre is one example of how 
you can use creativity in 
Joir studies, 

* Every time you complete 
learning a lesson, give yourself 
apoint. 

* Add up the number of 
points every day. 

* Speak to your parents about 
this point system. You can ask 
them to give you a treat each 
time the total exceeds a particu- 
lar set figure. 


7 here is another alterna- 
tive method. 














ot 


* Divide the subjects that you 
enjoy reading, the subjectsthat 
you don't mind reading and the 
‘subjects that you hate, into three 
columns on a sheet of paper: 


* Make up your mind tocom- 


COVER STORY 


oe r\ 






CREATIVITY 


plete one lesson (or how many 
‘you set yourself) everyday. 

* Give yourself a point for 
every lesson completed in the 
loved subject column, two points 
for every lesson you complete in 
the so-so subjects, and two points 
for completing each lesson in 
the subjects that you dislike. 

* Your rewards, of course, 
depend on the effort that you 
take. 


‘ere's a way you can-en- 

joy watching television 
‘or'reading books, just that lit- 
tle more. 

* Watch your favourite 
programme in a group with 
your friends. 

* Take turns to question 

each other on the minute 

details of what you saw on 
the small screen. 





For instance, you can 
ask your friends the col- 
our of a certain ac- 
tress's handkerchief, 
or even the colour of. 
the nail polish she 
wore! 

* LY. watching 
thus, becomes a keen creative 
mental exercise. Lam sure your 
friends will enjoy it too. 4 

*You can try this same exer- 
cise with the books you have 
read, if you and your friends. 
share the same reading tastes, 


uy 






here were just ten minutes left for 
the first periodtobegin, andIhad 
still to pack my books, and do the home- 
work (which had completely slipped out of my 
mind yesterday). | madeitto college ten minutes 
late, and luck (unusually) favoured me. The teacher 
was on leave. 
thought of writing that morning's hurry and scurry with 
a little exaggeration here and there, and send it to some 
magazine. (That's the kind of thing that is published now-a-days 
isn't it?) But back at home, | had to prepare for a test, and so 
| postponed my plans. 
























Batthe day | sat down to write, | felt foolish to have even 
thought of it, This is not he first time that | had planned great 
things, and ended up doing nothing! | guess many of you 
have had similar experiences. 

lamof the belief that any idea, however weakitmay seem, 
is worthy enough to give a try. Who knows, it may even 
change our lives forever! But once you postpone it, you will 
lose your enthusiasm in carrying it out. So next time you think 
of something new and original, do it right away! 

Some minutes ago, |had plannedto write some- 
thing entirely different. But ithas ended 

up inthis... May be | will write it 
some other day when | 
have more time. 
Oops...!! 
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VEGETABLE PICKLE 


— 












1 tsp. fenugreek 


; : powder 
kg repre 1 tsp. turmeric 
ve kg. peas ene 


125 gms. carrot 

125 gms. beans 

1 big raw 
mango 

24 limes 


4 tbsp. chilli powder 
1 teaspoon asafoetida 
powder 


2 cups gingelly oil 






How to make it: 


Wash and clean all vegetables. Peel carrots and dice finely. Shell 
peas, string the beans and cut them. Chop the mango into small 
cubes, and cut the cauliflower. 

Measure out salt into a bowl. Squeeze lime juice into it. Mix the 
vegetables into it and keep aside. 

Heat a kadai with a little oil, on the fire. Add fenugreek, turmeric, 
chilli and asafoetida powders and roast well. Turn off the fire. Add the 
rest of the oil, and carefully add the vegetables to it. 

Bottle the pickle when it cools. 

The pickle is ready to be eaten two days later. 








‘Anagha Suresh, aged 11, 
The School (K.F.I.) 
Madras. 


Bus Conductor : Tickets please. 


Ram : | want a full ticket for my grandmother 
and one haif for me. 





Conductor : You fool! You have a moustache 
and you want a half ticket? 


Ram : Then give me a full ticket. A half ticket 
formy grandmother as she has no moustache. 


Jones Augustine, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 84. 












ello readers! Wish you alla Happy New 
Hi Year! In the last two issues we saw the 
history of computers and how the 

modem computer works. Let us now move on to 


_ ARES 


the different types of softwares. 

Inthe previous issue, we saw that softwares 
are classified as System, Utility and hoard 
softwares. 


A. 3) 


computers can do nothing by nfiet and 
requires the support of softwares in order to work. 
Computers, as you know consists of monitors, 
keyboards, floppy disk drives, etc. To integrate 
these components and function together as a 
computersystem, weneedmaster control programs \ 
called OPERATING SYSTEMS. Operating systems 
(08) are system softwares which permitthe continuous 
operation of acomputer system from programtoprogram, 
with minimum amount of operator intervention. In other 
words, the OS enables the system's hardware to work 
with the user's programs. 
Early computer systems did not have an 
operating system. These machines were hand 
operated by the programmer. Thus, the speed of 
processing was restricted to the speed at which 
the harassed operator could interpretand execute 
his operating instructions. These instructions 
were frequently ill-defined. But today's 
























THE CARD, THE 
WEAVER, THE 
COMPUTER 


unched cards were used as the 

~standard computer input device 
till a few decades back, But it is 
interesting to know that punched 
cards were actually invented to 
control mechanical looms. It’ was 
Herman Hollerith and his census ma- 
chine (Gokulam Nov. issue) that made 
the use of cards as a medium of data 
processing. 

France was an early leader in 
elegant cloth weaving. A number of 
inventors had tried to automate the 
process to lower costs. In 1725, 
Basile Bouchon devised a method of, 


operating systems are smart 
enough, so that the user is no 





selecting the threads automatically, 
using paper tapes with holes punched 
on them, Later, in 1728, a French 
weaver named Falcon improved the 
Joom, replacing the paper roll withan 
endless chain of stiff punched cards 
strung together. In 1745, Jacques de 
Vaucanson designed an experimental 
loom, This was modified by Joseph 
Marie Jacquard 





he story of Jacquard is rather 

interesting, Hedesignedaloom 
to weave designs under the control 
of punched cards, The first version 
was burnt by an angry mob, But he 
had gained the interest of Napolean, 
the emperor of France. Jacquard was 
summoned to the palace and was 
asked to study Vaucanson’s loom, 





longer concerned with the 
physical details of computer 
systems. Instead, he sees what 
is called a VIRTUAL MACHINE. 


perating 
systems 
can be broadly 
classified as 
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With the government's support he 
designed another loom, and was very 
successful. He brought prosperity to 
the city of Lyons. A monument was 
erectedtohimatthe very spotwhere 
the first loom was burnt, 


he punched card began 
to be used as an input 
medium for computers, Input 
data were first re- 
corded by punching 
holes on a card, This 
card would then be 
fed into electro- 
mechanical machines, 
that de-coded the 


single-user and multi-user 
operating systems. Single user 
operating systems are the type 
‘of which allows only one person 
to work at a time. Whereas the 
multi-user allows a number of 
users to work through several 
terminals attached to the sys- 
tem. MS-DOS (Microsoft Disk 
Operating System) andUNIX are 
the examples of single-user and 
multi-user operating systems 
respectively. 

























holes and processed the data. For 
decades, this cardwas themostpopular 
data entry device. But punched cards 
for computers passed into history on 
December 1984, when IBM closed the 
last ofits punched card manufacturing 
systems. 

ut to- 

day, the 
punched card is. 
still in use in 
other fields, It 
{s used in banks 
as teller cards. 
and in factories, 
to record the 
‘exitand entry of 
employ 





Operating systems cannot 
communicate with all the input/ 
output devices. Softwares are 
written, which will enable the 
‘operating system to communicate 
with the devices. These softwares 
are known as the device drivers. 


ne of the factors that 
makes computers more 
popular, isthe greater availability 
of Application Programs. An 
Application program is one that 
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has been written to control the 
processing of a particular task 
Programs written for generating 
bills in a supermarket is an appli- 
cation program. Computer users 
‘can now choose from thousands 
of pre-written application pack- 
ages. 

Thereare softwares which are 
used to perform a wide range of 
tasks like word processing 
managing datas, etc. Softwares 
which enable us to do these jobs 
are known as Utility softwares. 
ABASE III plus, Word Star and 
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Lotus 1-2-3 are the popular util 
ity softwares. 

See you again next month. 
We'll be talking about some- 
things that causes a lot of prob- 
lems to computer users. 

COMPUTER POINT, Adyar. 


if you have any queries on 
| computers, write to 
| Computer Point, 


| Education and Consultancy | 
Division, No. 60, Ill Main Road, | 
Kasthurba Nagar, Madras - 20 | 
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YOU? 


was in the sixth standard, and it 
| was my birthday. | wanted to 

give sweets to Mrs. Sucheetha, 
my friend Niranjana's mother. Mrs. 
Sucheetha taught the college 
adjoining our school. 

So, after school, | went over to 
the college. 

Mrs. Sucheetha was speaking on 
‘Night of the Scorpion’ a poem by 
Nizzim Ezekeil. She was teling the 
class, what a hold superstitious 
beliefs held over rural people. | 
excused myself, and she smiled. 

“Come in, dear,” she said. 
iss," | said, “It's my birthday 
today.” 





he wished me, and took a 
sweet, 
“How old are you?” she asked 





Patient : Doctor! | feel | am a cactus 
plant. 
Doctor : Don't worry! Il send you to a 
desert 
P. Rekha, aged 12, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kolar Gold Fields - 563 115, 











me’ 
Smiling widely, | replied, “My 
‘grandma has told me never toreveal 
my age on my birthday.” 

The whole class began to laugh. 

My smile vanished, for | did not 
understand. 

1am in college now. Mrs. 
Sucheetha remembers this incident 
and explains why the class had 
laughed 

“There | was," she says, “Teling 
them about superstitions, and you 
come rightin, and tell me what your 
grandma told you.” 


Radha Devi, 
Nirmala College, Coimbatore. 








STORIES FROM OUR READERS i! 


‘ane and Smitha were  “Whyshouldn’tI?"sheasked. 
lbest friends. They studied “I don't like them to be your 
lin the eighth standard. friends,” explained Jane, “Treat 
‘But they had very diff- them as your classmates, that’s 

erent natures indeed. Smitha ll.” 

wasafriendlypersonandmixed Smitha was quite irritated. 

with everybody. Jane, however, She had not realized that her 
liked to keep to herself, and was friend wasnot quite sociable, till 
possessiveabout Smitha too. She now. 
didnotwantSmithatohaveany “Tye got to change her atti- 
other friend but herself, tude,” she thought. 

“{ don't like you being too 

friendly with other girls,” she hat evening, walking 

told Smitha one day, during ‘home with Smitha, Tina 

lunch-break. Smitha was sur- said, “Smitha! You seem 
prised, troubled about something.” 


MAKING FRIEND! 








“Yes, I am,” Smitha admit- 
ted, and she told Tina about 
Jane's behaviour.” 
“Idon’t know what todo about 
it,” Smitha admitted, “She's too 
possessive about me, and does 
not want to mix with others. 





“In that case,” Tina said, 
“Why do youremain her friend?” 
“What are you saying?” de- 





friend, and I can’t ditch her just 
because she’s got some bein her 
bonnet.” 

“Well....”Tina pondered, “You 
have a point....” 





jane is a 
very nice girl,” 
defended Smi- 
tha, “She's an 
introvert, that's 





more she thought about it, she 
decided she must help Smitha 
somehow. 


[he next morning atschool, 
‘Tina went upto Smitha 





nd Jane, and began to 
make conversation. Smithatalk- 
ed cheerfully as usual, and Jane 
looked away as if bored, in her 
‘usual manner. 

During lunch-break, Tina 
along with Sonia, tried to talk to 
Jane, but it was useless. Jane 
answered their questions 
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without interest, and the two 
had to give up. 

So Sonia and Tina began an 
animated discussion about their 
homes, and soon, a group of chat- 
tering girls formed around them. 
Looking at them, Smitha told 
Jane, “Let's join them.” 

Without giving her friend a 
chanceto answer, Smithacaught 
her by her arm, and dragged her 
into the group. 


ane felt very odd at first. 
But the way the girlsspoke, 
the jokes they exehanged, 
and the fun they had really 
impressed her. 
“What a lot of fun they're 
having,” she thought. 





‘That evening, as Smi- 
tha and Jane were pack- 
ing their bags to go home, 
Sharmila waved and said, 
“Hey, you two! How about 
coming to my house to 
lunch on Sunday? It’s my 
birthday and I've invited 
Asha, Rizwana, Sonia, 
Rubeena,Tina and a few 
others.” 

Before Smitha could 
reply, Jane answered, 
“Sure! We'll be there!” 

Smitha could hardly 
believe her ears. But she was 
glad too. Her friend was 
beginningto mix with theothers! 


ack athome, Smitha rang 
‘Tina up to tell her about 
Jane's transformation. 

“Thanks alot'Tina,”shesaid, 
“T know you helped bring about 
this.” 

“YoutalkasifI have achieved 
amiracle,"Tinajoked, "And mere 
thanks is not enough. You will 
have to give me a really gener- 
ous treat.” 

“Well,” Smitha answered, 
“It'll be Jane’s treat this time.” 
A. Pinto, aged 14, 

St. Anne's H. 
Mangalore. 
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SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 
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